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Tuesday January 3 
Blog - 12:36 PM 


I’ve always wanted to be a ballerina. Not for the sake of being a ballerina, but for the body, the 
discipline. I want to be thin. So thin. Like a popsicle stick with legs and a tutu, a tiara. I would be 
the queen of thin. I would reign. I would perform on stage and dance away the calories. But I 
dropped out of ballet classes in Kindergarten. I only made it two months before quitting. I 
remember the instructor putting us into position with her icy hands. One arm up, one arm down, 
and plié. 


“Strong arms," she*d say. 
Simple. But those hands, those cold hands. 
“Chin up.” 


I could’ve been thinner if I’d just tolerated those cold hands all my life. I could’ve been a 
ballerina in dizzying spins rather than having the spins just from walking to the toilet. 


“Speak with your body.” 


Hindsight is 20/20, isn’t it? Hindsight is a bitch. I could’ve had everything I ever wanted if I 
hadn’t been such a wimp. I wish I’d been stronger. 


Text Message — 3:42 PM 


Carly: Ready for school tomorrow? I can’t believe break ended so soon. Two weeks is not 
enough. 


Me: School sucks. 

Carly: I got a new outfit to wear though so I’m kind of excited. 
Me: Well that makes one of us. 

Carly: Shut up, you have cute clothes. 

Me: Too bad I don’t look good in any of them. 

Carly: Maybe if you wore stuff that fit you. 

Me: I’m not flaunting my body. 

Carly: Why not? 

Me: I won’t flaunt it til it’s perfect. 


Carly: Whatever. Just don’t wear that ugly sweater again. That thing makes you look like a 
marshmallow. 


Me: I like that sweater. 

Carly: You look like a hobo when you wear it. 
Me: Thanks for the confidence boost. 

Blog — 8:52 PM 


I need a buddy. Someone to keep me on track. Preferred candidates: female, 16-18, Pro-Ana/Pro- 
Mia, fan of big sweaters. PM me if interested. 


Private Message — 9:23 PM 

Ana Caitlyn: 17/F/sweater lover. I think we should be buddies. Stats? 

Reply: 5’6”. Goal weight: 90lbs, currently at 120. High weight: 130. Lowest Weight: 110. You? 
Ana Caitlyn: 5”3”. GW: 95lbs. CW: 110. HW: 135 lbs. LW: 109 lbs. 

Today’s stats: 

Current Weight: 121 Ibs. 


Calories consumed: 100 


Wednesday January 4 
Blog — 4:47 PM 


Yesterday I got my first Ana buddy. We’re in this together. It’s nice to know someone else who 
understands my repulsion with food. No one else gets it. I hate the way people can just eat 
whatever they want. Do they not read the ingredients? Do they not enjoy the light, empty, 
satisfying feeling of hunger? I watch them at the lunch table, pouring ranch dressing over a 
perfectly good salad, shoving grease soaked French fries and pizza down their fat, double 
chinned throats. It makes me wonder why I’m friends with these people and if I really am friends 
with these people. I guess it could be worse. They could be making me eat it too. But they can’t 
make me eat anything. No one can make me eat. 


As you can tell, it was a great first day back after the all-too-short and yet all-too-long winter 
break. The break was nice but having my parents around for all three meals was really starting to 
wear on me. Getting away with 200-400 calories a day is a lot harder than it should be. 


After school today, Carly and I went out for Starbucks. She ordered a strawberries and cream 
frappechino. I had unsweetened green tea. I like to think I won. It disgusts me to think she’s 
skinnier than I am and one day, after she drinks more full fat, whipped cream topped Starbucks 
drinks, she”11 know what it’s like to be the fat one. 


Text message — 7:53 PM 

Me: I think I’m going to start the ABC diet tomorrow. Join? 

Ana Caitlyn: Yes. You gotta keep me on track though, I’m terrible. 
Today’s Stats: 

Current Weight: 121 Ibs. 


Calories consumed: 200 


Thursday January 5 
Blog — 8:52 PM 


Ana Caitlyn, my buddy, and I started the Ana Boot Camp diet today. I cannot tell you how guilty 
I feel for eating almost 500 calories today. I’m afraid I might actually gain weight on this diet 
because I’m so used to eating 200 calories or less now. But I think my friends at lunch, 
especially Carly, were happy I was eating something (even if it was just one granola bar). I also 
splurged and ate a bite of a cookie today. If I could eat one thing for the rest of my life, it’d 
definitely be cookies. Oreos, chocolate chip, peanut butter, all of them. I don’t even think there’s 
a type of cookie I don’t like. The problem is deciding which one is more important, cookies or 
being thin. 

Being thin, definitely being thin. 

Text Message — 9:05 PM 

Ana Caitlyn: How’s the diet going? Mom's starting to ask questions and it’s only day 1. I’m 
lucky if I can normally cut down to 600 calories when she’s around. 


Me: I’m the exact opposite; I’m so used to eating less that it seems like torture just to eat 500 cal. 
I should’ve fasted first so I could’ve been really hungry. 


Ana Caitlyn: I want your willpower. 

Blog — 11:15 PM 

One day, I’ll be able to count all of my ribs. 
Today’s stats: 

Current Weight: 120 lbs. 


Calories consumed: 450 


Friday January 6 

Text Message — 6:25 AM 

Ana Caitlyn: Rise and starve, sunshine. 
Me: I hate Mondays. 

Blog — 4:13 PM 


I really wish I had started fasting before the ABC diet. I swear I’m never going to lose weight. 
I’m not even sure why I decided to try it. I can’t wait for the fasting day, that’s for sure. I ate a 
yogurt at lunch, which was 100 calories and I swear it made me feel sick all afternoon. Sitting 
through classes was awful and as much as I hate to do it, I almost asked for a bathroom pass in 
Ms. Wendly’s math class just to throw it all up again, but I didn’t. 


I not to purge unless I do something really bad like eat a sleeve of Girl Scout cookies in a binge. 
I try really hard not to binge but we all lose control sometimes. One day I’ll have the self-control 
to stop but I’m not perfect yet. 


Maybe eating a few more calories for this ABC Diet will keep me from binging as much. 
Anyway, the girls seemed proud I was eating something with my usual Diet Coke. 


Text Message — 4:32 PM 

Carly: Going to Panda Express for dinner with Lacy, want to come? 
Me: No thanks, I’ve already eaten. 

Carly: No you haven’t. Come on. I'll buy. 

Me: No thanks. I'll see you Monday. 

Carly: You should come. Come on! 

Me: No thanks. 

Carly: You don’t even have to eat. 

Me: I'll see you Monday. 

Blog — 4:52 PM 


My friends just invited me to their weekly trip to Panda Express. I’m not going, of course, but 
they invite me every week like one day I’ll suddenly change my mind and want to go with them. 
I just want to tell them to stop; that it’s not working. I just want them to understand that I didn’t 
just wake up one morning and decide to stop eating. I don’t think they”11 ever understand and I 
know they’ Il never stop try to make me eat. I want to tell them that’s not going to work either. I 
am stronger than them. I know that if I went, they’d buy me food and I’d just start a binge. Pd 
ruin my brand new diet. I’d ruin it all on the first day and I’d be kneeling on the damp bathroom 
floor of the Panda Express bathroom choking up Lo Mein and hating myself and my friends for 
going there and eating and eating. I know Pd do it to myself. 


I’m not in the mood to barf up noodles. You know how that goes. 
Blog Comments — 6:19 PM 


Ana Beth: Noodles are the worst. Parents took me to the Olive Garden the other day. Wouldn’t 
let me get a salad. Worst purge ever but there was no way I was keeping that down. Olive 
Garden: Ana’s Worst Enemy. 


Today’s stats: 
Current Weight: 121 Ibs. 


Calories consumed: 410 


Saturday January 7 
Text Message — 8:15 AM 


Lacy: You should have come to Panda Express last night. Sean was there, he invited us to a party 
tonight. 


I didn’t reply. 
Blog — 10:52 AM 


Day three of the ABC diet and it finally feels like a diet. Eating 500 calories for the first two 
days was killer and I’m glad to be back to 300, my usual maximum calorie allowance. What’s 
your maximum calorie allowance? 


Blog Comments — 1:18 PM 
Anonymous: Skinny Bitch. 


Ana Beth: I try to stay under 500 calories. My parents always try to make me eat though so 
sometimes it’s hard to restrict that much. 


Text Message — 4:50 PM 

Me: Someone on my blog called me a skinny bitch. 

Ana Caitlyn: That’s more of a compliment than they know. 
Me: Tell me about it. 


Ana Caitlyn: How’s the diet? Mom’s watching like a hawk. Had to eat more than 300 so I 
purged. 


Me: That sucks! I’m at 280. 
Ana Caitlyn: You really are going to be a skinny bitch. I’m so jealous. 
Blog — 7:49 PM 


I got invited to a party tonight. I’m not going. Alcohol has way too many calories. I’ll probably 
sit around, watch Mean Girls, and paint my nails. (I just bought a new bottle of nail polish and I 
want to use it RIGHT NOW). 


Mom’s out at the movies with a friend and dad’s still away on business so I’ve got the house to 
myself and no one to ask if I ate anything. I’ll probably dirty up a plate and leave it in the sink. I 
like nights like this. No one to ask if I’ve had enough to eat. No one to ask what I want for 
dinner. No one to ask me if I’ve eaten. Quiet. It’s nice to silence the questions sometimes. 


Blog Comments — 9:25 PM 


Ana Leah: The questions get old. “Are you not gonna eat that?” “Are you going to eat?” “Are 
you not feeling well?” “Why aren’t you eating?” There are only so many excuses. 


Text Message — 11:24 PM 

Carly: COME OT TEH PARTYYYYYY. 
I didn’t reply. 

Today’s stats: 


Current Weight: 121 Ibs. 


Calories consumed: 278 


Sunday January 8 
Blog — 2:15 PM 


I skipped church this morning because I didn’t want to eat the Christ Crackers. I think mom was 
mad but we’re not very religious so I don’t think it’s a huge deal. PII go next week when they’re 
not having communion. 


Text Message — 4:52 PM 

Ana Caitlyn: Mom’s making me eat Sunday dinner. Definitely purging later. 

Me: Hide as much in your napkins as possible. 

Ana Caitlyn: If my dog eats anymore of my food, she’ll be purging too. On accident, of course. 
Me: You think dogs can be Ana? 

Ana Caitlyn: That wasn’t a serious question was it? 

Me: Nope. 

(It might have been.) 

Blog — 5:15 PM 


Mom has been around all day and dad is getting back in town from Cleveland. He’s always away 
on business and gets to escape this shit town. I know that mom will be planning a big meal for 
his return. She calls it an escape from hotel food but I call it hell. 


If I had his job, it’d be a lot easier not to eat. No one would notice if I stayed in the hotel room 
and watched Pretty Woman all night. The alone time would be nice. The quiet. There’d be no 
one watching to see if you eat or checking your napkins to see where you hid the food this time. 
You wouldn’t walk out with dinner rolls in your bra and wouldn’t need to purge. My own 
personal heaven. 


Coming home would be the worst part because instead of restricting like I want to, there’d be a 
big meal waiting for me. Things would just be so much easier if I never had to come home, but 
sometimes you have to struggle for the things you really want and I want to be thin. 


Text Message — 6:02 PM 

Carly: You should’ve come to the party last night. Sean had a hot tub. I’m still hungover. 
Me: That sucks. 

Carly: Totally worth it. Your dad back yet? 

Me: Yep. Mom’s making a big dinner for him. 

Carly: You going to eat it? 

I didn’t reply. She already knew the answer. 

Blog — 7:35 PM 

Mom was watching closely at dinner. 

“Jenni, you have to eat something.” 


I ate a few peas to make her happy. 


“Jenni, eat something. Your mother worked hard on this meal,” Dad said, his mouth full of roast 
beef and potatoes. I lost my appetite seeing the food swishing around in his mouth. “It’s 
delicious, honey,” he added to appease my mom. The food in his mouth reminded me of a purge. 
Looking down at the food you’d just eaten, everything still vaguely recognizable. 


I stared at my plate. 


“Jenni, eat!” he said again, shoving more food into his mouth, digging his fork further into his 
pile of mashed potatoes. Half chewed food flashed at his lips opened to speak again. 


“Dad, stopped talking with your mouth full!” I snapped. I didn’t mean to. It just... popped out. 
I got sent to my room without supper. Mission accomplished, I guess. 


I just couldn’t watch my dad sop gravy up with his biscuits anymore. It’s disgusting watching 
people eat. Lips smacking, the clink of silverware on dinner plates, partially chewed food on 
someone’s tongue as they request a fifth dinner roll, gravy pouring over everything and soaking 
into the spongy crevices of doughy bread. It’s like a gory horror movie every day at dinner time. 
Makes my stomach churn, as if I needed help purging. 


Today’s stats: 
Current Weight: 119 lbs. 


Calories consumed: 290 


Monday January 9 

Text Message — 6:02 AM 

Me: It’s 100 calorie day. We can do this. 

Ana Caitlyn: It’s so freaking early. I’m already hungry. 

Me: Be strong. Drink lots of water. 

Ana Caitlyn: Making a big cup of tea. I’m going to be peeing all day. 
Me: LOL 

Blog — 6:09 PM 


The girls at the lunch table made me feel super guilty about not coming to Sean’s party on 
Saturday night and wanted a good excuse. I told them it was because my dad was coming home 
the next day and didn’t want to be hungover when he got back. It was kind of a lame excuse but 
it’s all I really had. I couldn’t tell them I didn’t want to drink all those empty calories. Maybe PI 
go next time and just drink enough to vomit it all up that night. 


“I met a guy there,” Carly said. “You should come next time and maybe he”ll bring a friend.” 
“Um. I’m okay,” I said. It did sound nice. I’d like to have a boyfriend. 


“We’re going to the movies on Friday together with a few other people if you want to come,” she 
said. 


“I'm not third wheeling your date,” I said. I couldn’t think of a worse way to spend my evening. 
Plus, I don’t want to be tempted by movie theater popcorn with that fake butter in those huge 
twenty dollar tubs that could easily start a binge and a very painful popcorn purge. 


“Tt’ll be fine. There are a few other people coming.” 
“Other couples?” I said. 
“Um. Yeah. But it’ll be fine; Pll talk to one of the guys. He can bring a friend for you.” 


There”s nothing worse than a friend trying too hard to set you up when you obviously don’t want 
to go. I could tell she just felt sorry for me. 


“Come on, it’ ll be fun!” 
“I really think I'll pass on this one.” I took a sip of my Diet Coke. 
“Are you kidding me? Jenni, you never want to do anything!” 


“Yeah, what exactly do you do for fun?” Lacy asked, butting into our conversation like she 
always does. 


“Honestly, that’s none of your business, Lacy,” I snapped. 
“God, Jenni, you don’t have to be such a bitch. I was just trying to help,” Carly said. 


Whatever. I’m happy for her. She’ll have something else to occupy her and maybe she won't 
notice when I don’t eat. One can only hope. 


Text Message — 6:52 PM 
Ana Caitlyn: Just binged. Big time. Ugh I’m going to die. 


Me: Omg. That sucks. 

Ana Caitlyn: I know. I’m going to purge. This is awful. I probably just ate like 5,000 calories. 
Me: Oh wow. 

Ana Caitlyn: Yeah. I can’t believe I did this. 


Me: It’s all right. We all screw up. Just remember this next time and you'll be stronger. Just 
think of your goal weight. 


Ana Caitlyn: Brb, barfing. 
Today’s stats: 
Current Weight: 119 Ibs. 


Calories consumed: 95 


Tuesday January 10 

Text Message — 6:20 AM 

Me: Nothing tastes as good as thin feels. 
Ana Caitlyn: Except chocolate pie. 

Blog — 7:30 PM 


I lost another pound! I’m 28 pounds from my goal weight and saying it makes me realize just 
how much fat I really do need to lose. I keep looking up thinspiration and thinking of getting that 
perfectly concave stomach and the widest thigh gap possible. I keep looking up pictures of 
ballerinas and runway models and the way their arms are paper thin and dainty. One day, I'll be 
the thinspiration for some other blogger. One day, I’ll be thin too. 


Blog Comment — 8:15 PM 

Anonymous: Pro-Ana sites are so stupid. You’re such a cunt. 

Text Message — 8:36 PM 

Ana Caitlyn: Saw the blog comment. They’re probably fat and jealous. 
Me: You’re probably right. How’s the diet? 

Ana Caitlyn: Fasted today to make up for yesterday. 

Me: Good girl. 

Blog — 9:55 PM 


Almost passed out in the shower tonight. Laying down and doodling in my sketchbook now. 
Hunger art. What do you do when dealing with hunger pains? 


Blog Comment — 11:54 PM 
Anonymous: I eat. 


Ana Leah: I drink a shit ton of water or tea. Makes me feel a little fuller without the guilt. 
Today’s stats: 
Current Weight: 118 lbs. 


Calories consumed: 187 


Wednesday January 11 
Blog — 3:55 PM 


After the shower incident last night, I was so tempted to binge. Mom bought a roll of cookie 
dough that’s sitting in the fridge and tempting me and I spent about three hours doodling and 
trying to figure out if I wanted to just dive into the roll of sweet refrigerated dough headfirst or if 
I wanted to take the time to bake them into ooey gooey chocolate chip cookies. 


After drawing until I ran out of paper, I went downstairs and took the dough out of the fridge. I 
sat it on the counter and stared at it. It was late but I didn’t care. 


I took out a knife and started slicing the roll into neat little circles. Perfect little chocolate chip 
cookie dough circles. Perfect. 


I slid a pan out of the cabinet and turned the oven on, taking my time to grease the pan slowly, 
rubbing my Crisco coated napkin against the aluminum before placing the perfect slices against 
the pan and sliding them onto the oven rack. The heat from the oven blasted my face and it felt 
good. I knew I was in control. 


I waited the 8 minutes, my face pressed against the oven door, watching them go from fragile 
dough to warm, soft cookies. Perfectly circular. Perfect little cookies. I watched the chocolate 
chips melt and the dough firm up and when the timer beeped, I took them out and laid them on 
the stove, scraping the cookies off the pan and onto the cooling racks. One at a time they released 
and settled into the racks, cooling to room temperature, solidifying. I just watched them. The 
smell. The way they looked as the steam rose from them. So perfect. 


Mom came down. 
“Jenni, did you make cookies? It’s midnight on a school night. What are you doing?” 


I looked at her. Frozen. I wasn’t really sure what I was doing. I just wanted to make them. I just 
wanted to stare at them. And smell them. And see them. I wasn’t actually planning on eating 
them. It was making them that was important. 


“Um... I just felt like making cookies,” I said. It wasn’t a lie. 

“T guess I don’t blame you. You didn’t eat much dinner.” That was an understatement. 
“What’s going on down here?” Dad grumbled, half awake. No glasses on. 

“Jenni was hungry so she made some cookies. She’s just about to head upstairs.” 


“Well she should’ve eaten dinner like a normal person and then maybe she wouldn’t be waking 
us all up baking in the middle of the freaking night,” he said, turning around and going upstairs. 


Mom started placing the cookies into the jar on the counter. 
“How are they?” she asked. 
“Delicious,” I said, just judging by the way they smelled. 


She took a bite out of one. “You're right,” she said after swallowing. Mom doesn’t talk with her 
mouth full. I like that about her. 


She put the rest of the cookies back into the cookie jar and went upstairs. “You can clean the pan 
after school tomorrow,” she said as I followed her up the stairs. “I’m just glad you ate 
something.” 


I was just glad I got away with it. 

Text Message — 4:34 PM 

Carly: Will you let me borrow your blue dress for my date on Friday? 
Me: Sure, just don’t stretch it out. 

Carly: Um. Thanks, I guess. I”11 come over tomorrow? 

Me: Yeah. 

Blog — 5:06 PM 


My best friend is borrowing one of my favorite dresses. Hope she doesn’t stretch it out. It’s one 
of my “skinny outfits.” What’s your favorite thing to wear when you’re close to your goal 
weight? 


Blog Comment — 6:17 PM 

Ana Beth: Double zero dark wash jeggings. Nothing feels better than double zero. 
Ana Leah: I never have skinny days. Baggy sweaters for life. 

Text Message — 6:48 PM 

Ana Caitlyn: This diet is killing me. 

Me: Me too. Doesn’t it feel good? 

Today’s stats: 

Current Weight: 118 lbs. 

Calories consumed: 235 (Day 7 of ABC Diet and going strong!) 


Thursday January 12 

Text Message — 7:10 AM 

Mom: Went to work early. There’s a bagged lunch for you on the kitchen counter. Eat it. 
Me: Thanks. 

Blog — 3:15 PM 


Mom left me a bagged lunch today. Peanut butter and grape jelly, 9 carrot sticks, a chocolate 
chip granola bar, and a piece of chocolate. I threw out everything but the carrot sticks, tossing the 
crumpled brown bag into a city garbage can on the way to school. 

I know she’s trying to help but the more she offers me food, the more I think she’s starting to 
catch on again, even though I’m supposed to be better now. I'll have to do a better job of hiding 
it from her. I don’t want her to think I need a shrink again. I hated going to the shrink. So many 
questions. I had to lie so many times and no matter how good I am at lying, I'll never stop 
feeling bad about it. Self-preservation comes at a high cost. I guess I just have to try harder now. 


Above all, I don’t want to be hospitalized; I’ve heard so many horror stories of feeding tubes and 
rich foods. There’s no way in hell I’m getting a feeding tube or eating all of that rich, fattening 
food. I’m not going to be sat in group therapy with a bunch of girls who lie just as much as I do. 
I don’t want to have to lie my way out of a treatment program. I don’t want to lose everything 
I’ve worked for, all the weight going right back on and covering up my bones. 


Luckily, today is a 400 calorie day in the ABC diet so I can eat a little more at dinner to put her a 
little more at ease. What do you do when your parents are catching on? 


Blog Comments — 3:56 PM 
Ana Beth: They make me eat and I have to purge sometimes. Nasty habit. 


Ana Leah: It’s REALLY hard to lie your way through a treatment program. They’ll just slap a 
feeding tube on you and force feed you. 


Anonymous: I eat. 

Text Message — 4:08 PM 

Carly: Can I come over now to get that dress? 
Me: Yeah. Door’s unlocked, just come in. 
Carly: Thanks. See you soon. 

Me: :) 

Blog — 6:49 PM 


Spent the afternoon with Carly. She’s really excited for her date tomorrow and I have to admit I 
got a little jealous. Even though it’s just a first date, it’s the potential that’s what’s so exciting. 
The potential for a good night kiss. The potential for a relationship. The potential she could lose 
her V-Card that she’s been hanging onto for dear life. 


“He’s really cute,” she said, holding up my dress in front of her. I was more afraid of her 
stretching the dress out than ruining her date. 


“Really?” I mumbled, staring at myself in the mirror. God, I’m a cow. 
“Yeah. What if he doesn’t think I’m cute?” 


“He'll think you’re cute,” I reassured her, unsure myself. How can we ever know these things? I 
mean, I know no one thinks I’m cute because I’m a giant cow, but that’s beside the point. 


“You sure?” 
“I dunno, Carly,” I said. “I don’t even know him.” 


“Well, we go to the same church and we played on the same kiddy soccer league in elementary 
school. He likes The Ramones and Beethoven equally and his favorite color is teal.” 


“Jesus, did you get his shoe size too?” 


“Oh I’m sorry I tried to actually find out something about another person other than you,” she 
smirked, tossing the dress onto my bed. Great. 


“What's that supposed to mean?” 


“Nothing,” she said, “I just think you might be a little jealous. I can see if he has any cute 
friends.” 


“No offense, but I don’t really want to date one of your church friends,” I said. 


While I did enjoy spending time with Carly, it started getting tense. I think it would have been 
nicer if she didn’t keep bringing up the food situation or trying to set me up with her church 
friends. In all honesty, all I wanted to do was tell her to kindly fuck off, but I just can’t tell my 
best friend off like that. She just doesn’t know when to stop talking. Ever. 


Before she left she invited me to another party. “You really should come,” she said. 
I just shook my head no and walked her to the door. 


I wish that I could come to parties and go out with my friends more but there always seems to be 
food and empty calories everywhere they go. I might just take up smoking so I can have 
someone to hang out with and the smokers seem too busy smoking to actually eat. It seems like 
the thinner I am, the further away people are. No one really gets it. 


Try explaining to your friends that you can’t eat the fries because they’re not all the same shape 
and they’re full of grease or because you’re too busy trying to calculate how many calories is in 
each fry and by the time you figure it out, the fries are cold and cold fries aren’t worth the binge 
(and purge). Try explaining to your friends that you can’t come to Panda Express because you’re 
on the Ana Boot Camp Diet and one meal there is more calories than you’ ll consume in three 
days. Or try explaining that you can’t go to a party and meet boys because you’d spend the 
whole time calculating how many calories are in each rum and coke or can of beer, adding up 
how many days you’ll have to starve to make up for it. No one gets it. 


But sometimes I just want to tell everyone, you know? Maybe then I won't feel so shitty all the 
time. The worst part of trying to be perfect is all the people you leave behind on your way. 


Blog comments — 9:13 PM 
Ana Beth: Don’t start smoking. We don’t need another nasty habit. 
Text Message — 10:08 PM 


Ana Caitlyn: How’s it going? 


Me: I miss eating around my friends. Things were better then. Thinking about taking up 
smoking. 


Ana Caitlyn: Smoking? Why? 

Me: Isn’t it supposed to suppress your appetite? 
Ana Caitlyn: I think so. And give you cancer. 
Me: Cool. It’s like suicide but it takes longer. 
Ana Caitlyn: Right... 

Today’s stats: 

Current Weight: 117 Ibs. 


Calories consumed: 360 


Friday January 13 

Text Message — 2:45 PM 

Carly: What if he doesn’t like me? 

Me: Of course he’ll like you. He asked you out! 

Carly: What if I screw it up? 

Me: Then you got a free meal and a story to tell the grandkids. 

Carly: I’m going to be forever alone. I’m never going to have grandkids. 


Me: Shut up. You have my cute dress and you know every word of every Ramones song. Stop 
freaking out. He’ll love you. 


Carly: Womp. 


Me: He’ll like you. Stop freaking out and do your make-up. Wear that pink lip gloss you bought 
a few weeks ago. 


Carly: Mom took that. Said I looked like a whore. 

Me: Tell her to shove it. 

Carly: Um. PI just wear the other lip gloss. I hid another one in my sock drawer. 
Me: Good girl. Now go have fun. Kiss him! 

Blog — 3:07 PM 

Smoked my first cigarette. Well, half of a cigarette. Nearly died. Tasted like a trash can. Never 
again. 

Text Message — 3:19 PM 

Ana Caitlyn: How are you? 

Me: Hungry. 

Ana Caitlyn: Me too. 

Me: Been eyeing a bag of potato chips since I got home from school. 

Ana Caitlyn: No! Don’t do it! 

Blog — 4:58 PM 


Of course Carly’s first real date had to land on Friday the 13". I’m not superstitious, unless it 
comes to food, but it’s become very clear that Carly is. Carly’s been freaking out all day about 
her date. At lunch, the girls were giving her make-up tips and had brought out Cosmopolitan to 
learn some new tips for “how to keep your man’s attention” and, in case Carly decided to 
deflower herself, “75 ways to please your man.” Although, the second article was more for a 
laugh (since no one in their right mind is going to tie pantyhose around someone’s dick) than for 
giving Carly any beneficial advice. I think she’s saving herself for marriage. 


After putting Cosmo away, I told her that I’m on call if she needs an emergency exit and to text 
me the word “baboon” and Pd call, say there’s a family emergency and then come get her. 


They’re going to the movies, what could happen? He might try to grab a boob (heaven forbid!) 
or something, but that’s about all that can happen in a crowded movie theater on a Friday night. 


Text Message — 5:29 PM 

Carly: I look awful. 

Me: I’m sure you look fine. Relax. 

Carly: There aren’t enough Xanax in the world to make me relax right now. 
Me: Are you wearing the lip gloss? 

Carly: Yeah. 

Me: Then calm down. Nothing can go wrong in a cute dress and great lip gloss. 
Carly: You say that now... 

Me: You'll be fine. 

Carly: I’m going to throw up. 

Me: No you won’t. Take a deep breath and pretend you’re going to the movies with me. 
Carly: But you hate the movies. 

Me: No. I love the movies. I hate the popcorn. 

Carly: Right. 


Me: Just pretend like you’re going to the movie with me and relax. You look fine. You’re going 
to have a good time and you’re going to kiss him good night. Got it? 


Carly: Fine. Got it. 

Carly: Ps. The popcorn is really good. 

Me: I know. That’s why I don’t go to the movies. 
Carly: What if he grabs a boob? 

Me: He’s a church boy. He’s not gonna grab a boob. 
Carly: But what if he does? 

Me: Then slap him, text me, and I’Il come get you and I’Il watch you eat a tub of ice cream. 
Carly: Will you eat some too? 

Me: Don’t push it. 

Today’s stats: 

Current Weight: 117 lbs. 

Calories consumed: 475 


Cigarettes Smoked: 2 cigarette 


Saturday January 14 

Text Message — 2:09 AM 

Me: How was the date? I didn’t get a baboon text. 
Carly: It went well! P1 tell you more in person. 
Me: Did you kiss him? 

Carly: I don’t kiss and tell. 

Me: Boo. 

Blog — 2:14 PM 


Carly finally put out. And by put out, I mean got kissed. I hope it was a long, full tongue, juicy 
kiss too, something I can live vicariously through until I’m thin enough that boys think I’m 
pretty again. I don’t really know much yet but I’m happy for her. 


In celebration of Carly’s awesome date, I’m fasting today! Although, I can tell it’ll be difficult 
since mom and dad are hanging around the house all day. I know they”1l cook a big meal and 
expect me to eat it. I’ve been lucky that they’ve cooked on higher calorie days of the ABC diet. 
Now, I don’t know what Ill do when a big roast dinner appears on the dinner table and they fill 
my plate with mashed potatoes and roast beef then smother it all in gravy. Gravy! Liquid, flour- 
thickened fat. Perhaps I’ll fake a stomach ache or a migraine something to get out of dinner, 
something that won’t draw too much attention but will get me out of dinner. Until then, I’m 
chugging water and green tea. 


Text Message — 4:21 PM 

Ana Caitlyn: I haven’t fasted in a while. I don’t know how I’m going to get through the day. 
Me: Think of how thin you’ll be! 

Ana Caitlyn: Yeah. How are you holding up? 

Me: Trying to get out of dinner with the parents. 

Ana Caitlyn: Same. 


Me: I’m going to fake a migraine. Hopefully they won’t try to blame it on low blood sugar or 
something. 


Ana Caitlyn: Yeah, I’m going out for a run soon to burn off some calories in case they make me 
eat. You exercise? 


Me: Not as much as I should. The rents watch me pretty closely so it’s hard to get in as much as I 
like. 


Ana Caitlyn: I know what you mean. They’re at the store now so I’m going to jog around the 
block until they get back. 


Me: Yeah. I do 50 sit-ups when I get up and before bed but that’s pretty much it right now. 
Ana Caitlyn: Damn girl. I need that kind of motivation. 
Me: I’m in it to thin it. 


Blog — 9:10 PM 


Mom made me eat. I cannot explain the amount of food she make me eat. Mashed potatoes. 
Roast Beef. Peas. Yeast rolls. Everything smothered in a thick layer of very lumpy gravy 
meaning not only was I forced to binge but I was forced to binge on a bad batch of gravy. I 
mean, if you’re going to make me eat, it might as well taste good. 


I told myself I wouldn’t purge but I had to. I’m trying to do as many sit up and leg lifts I can to 
get rid of whatever calories I missed. I’m not letting my parents force feed me into obesity. 


Today’s stats: 
Current Weight: 118 lbs. 


Calories consumed: Oh dear god. No. 


Sunday January 15 
Blog — 11:42 AM 


The sit-ups and the purge didn’t help. I still gained a pound. So I’m saying fuck the ABC diet 
and never eating again. I’d rather die young and skinny than live a full, fat life. 


Text Message — 12:10 PM 

Ana Caitlyn: How’s the diet? 

Me: Ruined. I’m fasting. 

Ana Caitlyn: Mom make you eat last night? 
Me: You guessed it. 

Text Message — 1:15 PM 

Carly: Can I bring your dress back? 

Me: Sure. 

Carly: On my way. Let me in. 

Me: It’s open. I’m too lazy to walk downstairs. 
Blog — 4:32 PM 


Carly came over to return the dress she borrowed from me. She didn’t stretch it out and I’m 
super relieved. 


She said her date went really well. She got her kiss! Finally! And the way she told it, it was like 
listening to stories at Girl Scout camp when I was thirteen. She said he asked her out again and 
then took her out yesterday afternoon for ice cream at Rick’s. What a wholesome activity. She 
also found out he goes to church every Sunday and youth group on Thursdays, plays in the 
church praise band, and owns a copy of The Notebook (movie and book). 


It was like a dream come true for Carly. It made me vomit in my mouth a little. 


Sometimes I forget how much of a prude Carly is. Having known her since we were in the first 
grade, it seems like something I should’ve known already but it seems the older we get the more 
apparent it is. I guess I’m okay with it as long as she doesn’t start waving Bibles at me and 
spitting out verses at me when I go down on a guy (if a guy will ever find me attractive enough 
to consider it, of course). 


In other news, I’m trying not to binge; mom just went grocery shopping. 
Blog Comments — 6:29 PM 

Anonymous: Anorexic slut. 

Blog — 9:27 PM 

I’m starving. 

Today’s stats: 

Current Weight: 119 lbs. (Damn it.) 


Calories consumed: Fasting. 0. 


Monday January 16 
Blog — 4:10 PM 


Tried to get out of school today but mom insisted I go and practically forced me to take the 
bagged lunch she packed for me. (I think she’s trying harder to be a better parental figure or 
something.) I walked an extra couple of blocks before throwing the brown bagged lunch away, 
just in case she followed me. I don’t need her carb packed lunches of peanut butter and jelly and 
Little Debbie cakes. I’m not eating that. 


I did save the bag of carrot sticks out and threw them in my backpack before I tossed the whole 
brown paper bag into the trash. I figured I’d save them, just in case I got too hungry. I know how 
tempting the vending machines at school can be, packed with calorie heavy Pop Tarts and 
cookies. That bag of carrots saved me a ten dollar vending machine binge and a bathroom pass 
from Ms. Wendly’s math class to barf it up. As much as I hate purging, if I get too friendly with 
vending machine crap, I have to. 


The girls at lunch were actually relieved that I had some food with me, despite the fact I was just 
eating a snack bag full of carrots. They like to see me eat just as much as my mom does. I think I 
need a new group of friends, a group of friends who don’t eat. It’s a lot harder to find girls in real 
life with food problems than it is online. We should start wearing signs around our necks that say 
something like “I don’t eat. If you hate food too, let’s be friends.” I wish Ana Caitlyn lived 
nearby and went to my school. Life would be easier if we could spend lunchtime together 
drinking Diet Coke and splitting a bag of carrot sticks or half of a salad minus the fattening 
dressing and croutons. I wouldn’t hear Carly asking where the rest of my lunch was. Maybe I 
should be more careful, what if she’s following me too? What if she’s watching me get rid of 
food too? 


Text Message — 4:37 PM 

Ana Caitlyn: Better day today? 

Me: I gave up on the diet. 

Ana Caitlyn: I gave up on it like four days ago. 
Me: You should have told me. 

Ana Caitlyn: Thought you’d be mad. 

Me: ... 

Ana Caitlyn: So... you mad? 

Me: No. 

Ana Caitlyn: Whew. 

Me: Yeah. I wish I was thin enough to never need to diet. 
Ana Caitlyn: I hate people like that. 

Me: I know. Lucky bitches. 

Text Message — 4:56 PM 


Carly: Going out for coffee with Lacy in a bit. Want to come? 


Me: Sure. P11 meet you there. 

Carly: Cool. See you at 6. You know which one? 
Me: The usual? 

Carly: Yep. 

Blog — 9:22 PM 


Went to Starbucks for a bit this evening with Carly and Lacy. Sometimes it’s nice just to get out 
of the house on a school night and hang out with the girls. I was glad they picked Starbucks, 
where it’s easy just to order an unsweetened tea or black coffee and not have to worry about how 
many calories are in your non-fat, sugar-free soy latte. 


“You’re really just drinking tea again?” Lacy asked. I actually hate Lacy because she’s such a 
nosey bitch but I tolerate her because of Carly. 


“Yeah,” I said. Totally casual. 


Lacy ordered a gigantic whipped cream covered chocolate diet-ruiner. I didn’t mention it, of 
course. I just silently praised myself for having more self-control than her. 


“Jenni doesn’t like girly coffee,” Carly said, lying for me. She knows Lacy isn’t very sensitive to 
anyone else’s problems but her own non-existent bullshit. 


“Right,” Lacy said, “seems to me like she doesn’t like anything.” 


“Mind your own business for once,” Carly said. Carly can be a super good friend sometimes. 
“Any way, my date...” 


“T want to know everything!” Lacy said, still shooting me a dirty look. 


Then Carly went into a girly spiel about how magical her evening was with her new beau and 
how she really feels a connection with him and he’s texted her like a million times since their 
date and then I threw up in my mouth a little. Good for her but I totally zoned out for most of it. 
It’s a great reminder of how forever alone you are when your best friend finds someone else who 
like-likes them back. Gross. 


Today’s Stats: 
Current Weight: 118 lbs. 


Calories consumed: 379 


Tuesday January 17 
Blog — 4:59 PM 


Mom stole my scale and I’m pissed. When I said I thought she was catching on, I didn’t think 
she was catching on this much. She hasn’t had another “talk” with me about my “problems” but 
I’m pretty sure it’s going to happen soon. I’m just not looking forward to it. She’s probably 
going to make me going back to Dr. Drake, my old shrink. As much as I probably need a little 
therapy, Dr. Drake is anything but helpful. I don’t think he specialized in anything related to 
eating disorders because a session with him was pretty much like a lecture from mom. “Why 
don’t you eat?” “You should eat more.” “Why don’t you try eating a little bit more each day.” “I 
brought you a box of cookies.” 

Anyway, I’m scale-less for a while so I won’t be able to post any stats. The mystery of my 
weight is driving me crazy. I’m fasting until I’m able to buy a new one, which will hopefully be 
after school tomorrow, when my dad gets back and I can borrow his car. I have to make sure I 
don’t eat anything because the thought of gaining weight while I can’t keep track would kill me. 
Maybe I'll lose a few more pounds toward my goal. 


Text Message — 8:25 PM 

Me: No scale. Going crazy. 

Ana Caitlyn: Why? 

Me: Mom stole my scale. 

Ana Caitlyn: You think she knows? 

Me: No idea. Kinda hoping she just needed it since her scale broke or something. I don’t really 
know. I’m going nuts. 

Ana Caitlyn: I’m actually trying not to weigh myself. 

Me: What? You’re nuts. 

Ana Caitlyn: Hoping to lose a few pounds by the time I look again. Trying really hard to wait a 
few days. 


Me: You’re crazy. When I get my scale back I’m weighing myself every hour on the hour. And 
probably a few times in between. 


Blog — 9:18 PM 


Mom made my favorite dinner (again) tonight: roast beef and mashed potatoes. Homemade yeast 
rolls. Gravy: that glorious liquid fat. (And it didn’t have lumps this time.) My head knows how 
fattening it is, the calorie count, the fat calories. I know it’ll go straight to my thighs, my very fat 
thighs, but oh my... the taste. I had to keep telling myself that eating isn’t worth it but every time 
the bowl of mashed potatoes and gravy went around the table, it took every bit of strength to not 
eat it. Mom’s getting smart. She knows how to tempt me. This is the second roast dinner in a 
week. Fasting is getting harder but I didn’t eat at thing. Mom was pissed but perfection comes at 
a price. Sorry mom, but you’re not going to get me to eat that easily. 


And where is she getting the time to cook at this stuff? Your guess is as good as mine but it’s 
getting really old. She should get a hobby like scrapbooking or stamp collecting instead of 
keeping track of how often I eat and just leave me alone. I’m fine. I just don’t need to eat that 
much. I need to be thin. 


Today’s Stats: 
Current Weight: ? 


Calories consumed: 10 


Wednesday January 18 
Blog — 8:27 PM 


Still no scale but the hunger pains are killing me and even though I keep drinking water and hot 
tea, it seems like there’s nothing that’s going to stop them. I’ve spent the majority of my evening 
in the fetal position, curled up and watching Lifetime movies, which I’m convinced are the cure 
for any illness. There’s nothing an afternoon on the couch watching Lifetime can’t fix, except 
maybe a case of thigh fat. I need to learn how to do nothing and exercise at the same time. 


Blog Comments — 10:18 PM 


Ana Beth: Any movement is better than none. I read this thing that said even people who just 
move their pinky fingers burn more calories than those who don’t. 


Ana Elise: Cosmo has some articles online that show exercises you can do while sitting down or 
watching TV. 


Today’s Stats: 
Current Weight: ? 


Calories consumed: 27 


Thursday January 19 
Blog — 12:49 PM 


Stayed home from school today because I’ve been so dizzy. Mom tried to stay home as well but I 
knew she’d just sit around and ask me questions and try to spoon feed me some sodium packed 
chicken noodle soup and fatty McCarb-Carb cheese toast. I was feeling super shit so I ate a 
granola bar and half an apple which seemed to keep me from passing out. Still trying to stick 
with the diet but it’s really hard not to eat when you feel like this even though you know you 
probably should. It’s all about the end goal. It’s all about being thin. There’s nothing better than 
being thin and nothing’s going to stop me. 


So for now, I’m drinking some chamomile tea and watching a Lifetime movie marathon about 
wife beaters and predicting whether the woman will shoot the wife beater at the end or whether 
another man will come to her rescue. It’s a 50/50 shot. 


What do you do when you have a really dizzy day? Have you ever had to stay home from school 
before? 


Blog Comments — 4:10 PM 


Ana Beth: I’ve missed a day or two. I usually eat a couple of saltine crackers and a cup of low fat 
yogurt to get a little energy. 


Anonymous: I eat. 

Text Message — 4:29 PM 

Ana Caitlyn: Saw your blog. How you feeling? 

Me: I feel like shit but it’s going to be worth it when I’m skinny. 
Ana Caitlyn: Have you eaten anything today? 


Me: About 300 calories. I think I should be good tomorrow. Mom will prob make me eat another 
100 or so tonight. 


Ana Caitlyn: Sucks. 
Me: Tell me about it. I usually enjoy the emptiness. Today was just a bad day. 


Ana Caitlyn: I have those too. Missed a day of school last month for one. Exercised too hard the 
night before. Could barely get out of bed the next day. 


Me: Rough times. 

Ana Caitlyn: We’re going to be so skinny though. 
Me: I know. Everyone’s going to be so jealous. 
Blog — 5:09 PM 


There’s something so satisfying about being hungry. I mean really, really hungry, so hungry you 
feel like you could stick your whole arm down your throat and feel nothing at all. I love that 
empty feeling. That emptiness always feels like so much potential. The potential to be thin. The 
potential for something to come along and fill me up. The potential for something new to 
happen. I like feeling my body whittle itself down to nothing. It makes the pain feel worth it. 


Today’s Stats: 
Current Weight: ? 


Calories consumed: 298 


Friday January 20 
Blog — 4:42 PM 


Today at lunch, Carly wouldn’t stop talking about her new boy toy. And while I’m happy for her, 
it’s like listening to an after school special before school ends every single day. I’m glad she’s 
finally found someone who’s not trying to take advantage of her and wants to go to Bible 
College with her after graduation but listening to how they went to a youth group meeting at 
church together and shared a milkshake under the stars kind of makes me want to vomit. It’s like 
a bad Nicholas Sparks novel except minus the cancer, war, and Alzheimer’s. Sometimes I want 
to slap the Jesus out of her. Literally. 


Blog Comment — 5:27 PM 

Anonymous: Maybe you’re just a jealous bitch. 
Today’s Stats: 

Current Weight: ? 


Calories consumed: 100 


Saturday January 28 

Blog — 1:24 pm 

I finally got to take the car out today and I FINALLY got a new scale so check out those stats. I 
didn’t lose as much as I wanted to lose but I’m closer to my goal weight than I was before. 


I also went shopping for a new dress. Sometimes I go shopping and buy new clothes that are way 
too small for me as a motivation to lose even more weight. Today when I was out buying my 
new super deluxe, super accurate scale, I bought a pretty white dress with little lace flowers all 
over it in a size 0 and brought it home to try it on. (I don’t like trying clothes on in stores.) Of 
course, right now, I looked like a pregnant elephant in the dress but I know that when I can wear 
the dress and not look preg-o, I’ll look phenomenal. I can only imagine what P11 look like then. 
Until Pm a 00... starve. 


Text Message — 8:42 PM 

Carly: Come to church with me tomorrow? 
Me: Are you trying to save me again? 
Today’s stats: 

Current Weight: 115 lbs. 


Calories consumed: 225 


Sunday January 29 
Blog — 1:18 PM 


Carly invited me to church again and, while I love her to death, I cannot tolerate an hour of Jesus 
praising and God worshiping. I’m not religious. I didn’t grow up religious, so walking into a full 
blown house of Jesus Christ choir singing worship service might knock me out. I told her I had a 
stomach ache and to stop trying to save me. 


I think her boyfriend is coming to her church now so maybe she won’t be as lonely on the pews 
and stop inviting me. Excuses are getting harder to come up with. 


Today’s stats: 
Current Weight: 115 Ibs. 


Calories consumed: 378 


Monday January 30 
Blog — 4:52 pm 


Carly found my blog and read it all, every last hungry little word and judgment, and confronted 
me about it at lunch with her group of friends. They used to be my friends too. 


I was just trying to enjoy my Diet Coke and half an apple that I saved before throwing out the 
rest of my brown bagged lunch when here she come in her jean skirt and L.L. Bean backpack 
that no one would tell her was really uncool. (No one wears initialed backpacks past the fourth 
grade.) She had her hand on her hip and threw a stack of computer paper onto the table in front 
of me. 


“Where'd you get this?” I asked when I realized that the computer paper had every entry from 
my blog for the last two months printed out on it. 


“Read it,” she said. 


“Tt disgusts me to think she’s skinnier than I am and one day, after she drinks more full fat, 
whipped cream topped Starbucks drinks, she”11 know what it’s like to be the fat one,” I read. 
Shit. Shit. Shit. 


“Keep going.” 


“Sometimes I forget how much of a prude Carly is. Having known her since we were in the first 
grade, it seems like something I’d already know but it seems the older we get the more apparent 
it is. I guess I’m okay with it as long as she doesn’t start waving Bibles at me and spitting out 
verses at me when I go down on a guy,” I read. Oh Christ. 


“Bitch,” Lacy said from behind Carly. Lacy’s hair was looking extra greasy today. 


My stomach was churning and I thought the half an apple I ate was going to come right back up 
onto the bright white pages printed with all the confessions in this blog. 


“Ts that how you really feel about me? You really think I’m a fat prude?” 


“Carly, it’s not a big deal,” I said, trying to play it off like I didn’t mean anything. I should’ve 
denied it was mine. There are plenty of other people with friends named Carly. Too late now. 


“Not a big deal? You’re supposed to be my best friend!” 


“We are best friends!” I said. I felt dizzy and I wasn’t sure if it was a hungry dizzy or an “I’m 
about to lose my best friend” dizzy. 


“Not anymore, fat ass,” she said, turning around and walking to another lunch table at the 
opposite side of the cafeteria. 


I’m not sure what hurt more, not being friends with Carly anymore or that she called me fat. 
Carly and I have been friends since first grade when I stole her crayons and she punched me in 
the face. I got a nose bleed and we both got sent to the principal’s office. I guess it ends here, 
with a printed out copy of my blog and a Diet Coke. 


I feel sick. 
Text Message — 5:05pm 
Me: Carly found my blog. 


Ana Caitlyn: Omg. 

Me: Tell me about it. 

Ana Caitlyn: I don’t know what I’d do if my friends found mine. 
Me: I still don’t know what to do. 

Ana Caitlyn: Is she mad? 

Me: Oh she’s pissed. 

Ana Caitlyn: Tell her you made it up? 


Me: I’ve been lying to her for years and now she knows it. She”1l never believe anything I tell 
her ever again. 


Today’s stats: 

Current Weight: 115 Ibs. 
Calories consumed: 234 
Tuesday January 31 
Blog — 3:15pm 


The good thing about losing all of your friends is that it’s a lot easier to not eat when you’re 
alone at the lunch table. No one to hassle you and try to convince you to eat an order of fries or a 
greasy slice of microwaved frozen pizza. 


The worst part of having no friends is the way your old friends glare at you from across the 
cafeteria. I may have my own table at lunch now, but it’s not nearly far enough to get away from 
my blog’s newest followers. 


Text Message — 8:19 pm 
Carly: Bitch. 

I didn’t reply. 

Today’s stats: 

Current Weight: 115 Ibs. 
Calories consumed: 412 
Wednesday February 1 
Blog — 7:25 pm 


Day two of the lonely lunch table and it’s really not as bad as I thought it’d be. Carly and her 
minions stared me down the entire time again but no one said anything and I haven’t gotten any 
text messages that called me fat or a bitch since last night, thankfully. No one else seems to 
notice what’s going on and, honestly, if it were anyone else, I wouldn’t notice the girl sitting 
alone at the table on the end with the nose-pickers and the special education kids who don’t ever 
socialize with the “normies,” or so I’ve been called since I started sitting over here. I don’t think 
I’m any more normal than they are. We are the weirdoes. I am a starving weirdo. 


Today’s stats: 


Current Weight: 114 Ibs. 
Calories consumed: 212 
Thursday February 2 
Blog — 7:15 pm 


Mom went to the store this morning and brought back a box of Krispy Kreme doughnuts and as 
soon as she walked in, I ran upstairs and showered for long enough to masturbate twice, 
shampoo my hair three times and turn into a withering prune. By the time I had gotten out, 
dressed and done my hair and make-up, the doughnuts were nearly gone and I didn’t have to eat 
one because I know that if I’d started, I wouldn’t be able to stop and I’d be watching it all go 
down the toilet in a blob of Krispy Kreme vomit. 


I must admit doughnuts are another weakness for me. I’ve mentioned my cookie cravings so 
many times but oh the wonders of a warm, gooey doughnut melting in your mouth. I could eat a 
hundred of them. And then probably a hundred more. 


What are you favorite binge foods, fellow Anas? 
Blog Comments — 2:14 pm 


Ana Beth: Potato Chips. I could eat them all day. Any kind. Once, I ate potato chip cookies from 
a Southern Baptist Church bake sale. (They were delicious. I immediately went to the bathroom 
to purge though.) 


Blog — 9:32 pm 


Mom and dad made me eat dinner tonight. Steak. Baked potato. Mushrooms. Salad covered with 
dressing of mom’s choosing. Ranch dressing. And then there was dessert. Strawberry shortcake. 
My stomach looked six months pregnant, stretched as far as it could go. I had to unbutton my 
pants and an oompa loompa could’ve rolled me down the hallway to the bathroom afterwards 
and I had to make myself purge because it hurt so bad to eat all of that food after all the fasting 
I’ve done lately. I’ve been on a really good 200-300 calorie a day diet and then this happened. 
This dinner could’ve ruined everything. I just stared at that empty plate covered in the pink and 
brown juices from my steak wondering what I had just done, wondering why I had just done that, 
ruined everything. It was a feeling of failure. I could’ve resisted. I could’ve said no. I could’ve 
left the table. I could’ve just eaten some salad and insisted on no dressing. I could’ve tried to 
make other plans. I could’ve pretended Carly and I were going for coffee; the parents don’t know 
we’re not friends anymore. I could’ve done something. But I didn’t. 


So I purged. And purged. And purged. Until the sour taste of bile and acid burned my tongue and 
I thought my eyes were going to fall out of my head and my fingers were coated in sick and I 
was sobbing. 


What a failure. 

Blog Comment — 11:19 AM 

Ana Beth: You’ll do better next time, sweetie. It’s okay. You’ll just say no next time. 
Today’s stats: 

Current Weight: 115 Ibs. 


Calories consumed: 729 
Friday February 3 
Blog — 7:19 AM 


I gained a goddamn pound since yesterday’s steak ‘n potatoes binge and purge of the century. 
It’s awful knowing that I could’ve stopped myself but I just kept shoving it in and chewing and 
swallowing and eating and eating and look where I’m at now. Fatter. A pound further away from 
my UGW, my beautiful 90 pound goal weight. 


Blog- 

Today’s stats 

Current Weight: 116 lbs. 
Calories consumed: 10 
Saturday February 4 
Blog — 11:28 AM 


I get PMed a lot with people wondering why I don’t post pictures of myself and I figured I'd 
address my reasons because there are several. 


1. I’m super self-conscious. I don’t want people to see what I looked like at my highest weight or 
what I look like now. I’m still a fat pig despite the fact I’ve lost about fifteen pounds. It’s not 
enough. I’ll consider posting pics when I reach my goal weight but I’ve still got 25 pounds to go. 
I’m hoping to reach it soon but since I’m weak enough to keep binging, I don’t know when that 
will be. 


2. This blog is public. I don’t have privacy settings on and while my friends have already 
discovered and printed off the material, I can still maintain an element of internet anonymity by 
not posting pictures. There could be Ana girls in this town and we may see each other on a 
regular basis but would never know because I don’t post pics, which is sad, but I don’t post pics 
because of the Ana Haters that could be in this town. I don’t want to be run out of town/school 
any more than I already am at the moment by my friends. Right now, I have the potential to 
make new friends, if everyone knew, I probably wouldn’t because who wants to hang out with 
the crazy girl? 


3. Because whatever. I don’t want to look at pictures of myself. Why do you? 

Blog Comments — 2:42 PM 

Ana Elise: Pd still love to see your pretty face. 

Ana Beth: I agree with Elise; progress pictures would be amazing. I bet you’re stunning. 
Blog — 4:16 PM 

I’m not going to change my mind. Use your imagination. I’m a fat ass. No pics. 
Today’s stats 

Current Weight: 116 lbs. 


Calories consumed: 413 


Sunday February 5 
Blog — 3:53 PM 


Didn’t get an invite to church with Carly today. I wouldn’t have gone but I liked getting the 
invites. Mom didn’t make a big Sunday lunch either, which is good although there’s probably 
something serious going on for her to not be trying to shove yeast rolls and gravy down my 
throat every second of today. It’s her favorite Sunday ritual, after all. I hope no one in the family 
died or something. 


Today’s stats 
Current Weight: 116 lbs. 


Calories consumed: 442 


Monday February 6 
Blog — 4:45 pm 


I hate to say this but I’m starting to miss Carly and Lacy and all their little minions. I can 
complain about Carly and her Jesus loving boyfriend all day long but not having them around is 
worse than actually having them around, which makes me sound like a terrible person. I swear 
I’m not a terrible person; I just need friends who don’t ask questions when I skip lunch and don’t 
stretch out my clothes when they borrow them. And while I want friends who don’t ask 
questions like “Aren’t you hungry?” or think that just telling me to eat a vending machine 
cinnamon flavored Pop Tart is really going to fix me, I really miss having someone to sit with at 
lunch. Let me paint this picture for you: there’s the very fat me sitting at the end of this dirty 
third period lunch table, sipping a Diet Coke and reading last September’s issue of Vogue 
because I never renewed my subscription. On the other end of this filthy, crumb covered lunch 
table is a girl wearing very thick blue eye shadow she probably bought at Claire’s with her 
allowance. She’s drooling over a grease-soaked hamburger that tastes like cardboard while the 
boy at the table across from us eye rapes us and occasionally starts jacking it, only to be escorted 
out of the cafeteria by school security and brought back 20 minutes later. 


Seriously. Get me out of here. I cannot sit at this lunch table for the next four months. 
Blog Comments — 9:01 PM 


Ana Allie: That sounds awful. Are there no aide programs at your school you can do during 
lunch? Try the library or guidance. Then you’re not tempted by food or have to sit with all the 
weirdoes. 


Today’s stats 
Current Weight: 116 lbs. 


Calories consumed: 298 


Tuesday February 7 
Blog — 4:09 PM 


Remember when I said I didn’t want everyone in school to find out about my little food 
problems? Well, it happened. Carly, being the queen bee of a bitch that she is took the printed off 
copy of my little food blog and made it public. As in, she showed everyone. She showed the 
geeks in her AP Calculus class and the girls in Lacy’s fashion marketing class that she only took 
to get early release from school. She even managed to show the blue eye shadow girl at the other 
end of my lunch table, which I know because blue eye shadow offered me half of her already 
bitten off of ham and cheese sandwich about a hundred times until I flipped her off and got sent 
to the office by her aide for being obscene. So now I have lunch detention and have to write an 
apology letter to someone whose first name I don’t even know. Not eating is really starting to 
cause other problems besides hunger pains and that embarrassing moment when my stomach 
growls in algebra class. 


Blog Comments — 6:49 PM 

Anonymous: I bet Carly still reads this you dumbass. And now the whole school does too. 
Blog — 9:52 PM 

Ah... fuck. 

Today’s stats 

Current Weight: 117 lbs. (WTF!!!!) 

Calories consumed: 1610 (NOT GOOD!!!) 


Wednesday February 8 

Text Message — 6:59 AM 

Me: Fuck bitches, get skinny. 

Ana Caitlyn: Good morning to you, too. 
Blog — 3:10 PM 


Well, besides the snide looks I got while not eating my lunch, there’s not much going on in my 
super awesome blue eye shadow covered social life right now. Carly still won’t even look in my 
direction; I haven’t even received a bitchy text message, which would be better than everyone 
acting like I blend into the cinderblock walls of my high school but what can I do? I blew it and 
my best friend is out making out with Sister Christian while I’m off in la-la land starving myself. 
Just what I wanted right? To be left alone so no one can ask questions like, “Are you going to eat 
today?” Yep. Just what I always wanted. 


Today’s Stats: 
Current Weight: 117 Ibs. 


Calories consumed: 481 


Thursday February 9 
Blog — 4:19 PM 


The best way to describe my day is to hit yourself in the face with a frying pan a few times, spin 
around in circles, make your way to the toilet and then throw up. Can I graduate yet? I cannot 
wait until June. 


Today’s Stats: 
Current Weight: 116 lbs. 


Calories consumed: 528 


Friday February 10 

Text message — 1:28 PM 

Me: Dude. I met a new girl at lunch. I think I found a friend. 
Ana Caitlyn: Is she skinny? 

Me: It’s like you can see right through her. 

Ana Caitlyn: Awesome. 

Me: I know. Finally someone IRL who understands. 

Ana Caitlyn: So jealous. 

Blog — 4:49 PM 


I just wanted all of you to know that I made a friend today. Got that? I made a friend! Me! 
Making friends! A real life friend, which is a lot different than just talking to my Ana buddy, 
Caitlyn, because as much as I love her, it’s hard to talk about your life to someone you’ve never 
met who lives in a different area code. 


So here I am, sitting at the lunch table, staring at some apple slices I saved from the lunch I threw 
away en route to school, when the prettiest girl ve ever met in my entire freaking life comes 
over, plops a tray down in front of me and starts eating. Not really eating, but nibbling. You 
know those nibbles. The I-need-people-to-see-me-eating-but-I-really-don’t-want-to-eat nibbles. 
Those kind. 


She introduces herself as Dani and says she saw me eating alone (not that I’m really eating, let’s 
be real) and thought I could use some company. I told her, “Are you kidding? I’ve already got 
some fantastic company!” and pointed at blue eye shadow who has a sandwich in one hand and 
is picking her nose with the other. 


Okay. That was kind of a stupid thing to say and she probably should’ve walked away but she 

didn’t. I found out she’s a dancer (a ballerina!) and transferred into the school two months ago, 
which I had never noticed since my head was too far up Carly’s butt to notice and we’re not in 
any of the same classes. 


“Are you going to eat that?” I asked her and as the words came out of my mouth I realized what I 
had just done. I’d asked the dreaded lunchtime question and she just stared at me, grabbed her 
tray, walked to the trash can, tossed it out and came back. 


“Nope.” 

And I understood. 
Today’s Stats: 

Current Weight: 117 lbs. 


Calories consumed: 290 


Saturday February 11 
Blog — 1:58 PM 


Mom wants me to go out to dinner with the family tonight to some steakhouse, which is the 
worst possible place to go. Even the salads are covered in fried chicken strips or buttery, greasy, 
fatty steak. Nothing gives me more anxiety than going out to eat at a restaurant. It’s a matter of 
convincing my family to go to the restaurant that has their calorie counts online and then 
spending hours and hours surfing the restaurant’s website, finding out the calories of every single 
meal on the menu, scouring the menu for an item that has less than 400 calories; it’s nearly 
impossible. It’s all the pretending that I like going out to eat despite the fact that I’d rather be 
neck down in a guillotine than faced with a table full of blooming onion appetizers and people 
trying to shove deep fried cheese down my throat. I know there’s no way to get out of this so let 
the restaurant ritual begin. 


I mean, the grilled chicken cobb salad has over 700 calories—without dressing! I’m dying. I can 
just see myself staring into a giant bowl of salad and starting to eat and eat and eat and eat and 
then excuse myself to the ladies room to throw up pieces of nearly whole, unchewed lettuce. 
Maybe I can just get away with ordering a side house salad; it’s less than 200 calories without 
dressing and, since my parents will probably make me order dressing, there’s a dressing that 
online add about 40 calories, which is good. If they make me order ranch dressing, I might die. 
What are your restaurant tips? I could use all the help I can get. 


Blog Comments — 3:04 PM 

Ana Amanda: There’s always a bathroom. A finger down the throat is all it takes. 
Anonymous: Eat. 

Text Massage — 5:29 PM 

Me: That awkward moment when your parents make you order a Coke instead of water. 
Ana Caitlyn: Not even a Diet Coke? 

Me: Not even diet. 

Blog — 8:14 PM 


I had to order a full size salad. Asked for one without meat, just veggies, but the parents made 
me order dressing but I convinced them to let me get it “on the side” so I could pour the world’s 
tiniest amount of dressing onto the world’s biggest bowl “o lettuce and shredded carrots. I forgot 
how positively boring a salad really is if you don’t get anything fancy on it like chicken strips or 
croutons, which are coincidentally big no-nos in my book. 


I don’t know how many calories I ate of that bastard of a salad, probably around 300, including 
the dressing. I hope it was only 300 calories or I will be doing crunches all day tomorrow, which 
I should do anyway but I really hate exercising. I see all of you with your exercise stats (300 
crunches, 100 push-ups, ran 3 miles) and I’m totally jealous. Where are you getting all this 
motivation? Whenever I get off the couch and do something, I’m sore for like three days and 
never want to move again. 


Blog Comments — 11:49 PM 


Ana Beth: If I have to do 500 push-ups and 1000 sit-ups to burn off a meal my parents made me 
eat, I’ll do it. After purging, of course. 


Ana Leah: I love a good work-out. I’ve gone so hard I’ve thrown up before. I call it weakness 
leaving my body. I’d rather be sore than fat. 


Today’s Stats: 
Current weight: 117 lbs. 


Calories consumed: 592 (approximately... fucking restaurants) 


Sunday February 12 
Blog — 11:15 AM 


I gained a pound and it sucks. It really, really sucks. It’s like no matter how hard I try, I never get 
any smaller. I need to be smaller, thinner, beautiful. I just don’t understand why this keeps 
happening. I know this is probably because of the restaurant and the mandatory dressing and the 
salad from hell but this keep happening to me, gaining weight. It makes me feel like such a 
failure and maybe I should’ve thrown up the salad after dinner. Maybe I should’ve done the 
crunches and the push-ups like everyone else. Hindsight is a bitch. 


Text Message — 1:08 PM 

Ana Caitlyn: You okay? 

Me: No, I’m not fucking okay. 

Ana Caitlyn: Anything I can do? 

Me: Nope. 

Ana Caitlyn: It’s just a pound. In a few days, you’!l probably lose two. 


Me: I better. I’m just going to fast until it all comes off. I wish I could just stop eating forever 
and ever. 


Ana Caitlyn: Preach. 
Blog — 2:19 PM 

In other news, I’m fasting. 
Today’s Stats: 

Current weight: 118 lbs. 


Calories consumed: 0 — fasting. 


Monday February 13 
Blog — 4:16 PM 


I’m currently bracing myself for the shit storm that is high school on Valentine’s Day, where all 
the girls who have boyfriends are showered with overpriced bouquets of red roses, shitty pink 
carnations, Mylar fucking balloons, and oversized teddy bears so they can rub it in the faces of 
the girls who don’t have boyfriends. Yes. We single, weird people that sit with the socially 
awkward kids during lunch and pray no one takes pictures with their I-phones to upload and 
make fun of us later. I’m sorry not all of us can be pretty enough to get a boyfriend who can 
shower us with stupid gifts on Valentine’s Day. But at least I don’t have to eat the chocolates or 
go out to dinner. I guess that’s an upside? 


I’m planning on fasting so I’m super dizzy and then fake the stomach flu again so I can avoid it. 
Maybe Valentine’s Day will be a little more bearable when I get out of high school. Any wise, 
older bloggers out there know the dark secrets of the real world when it comes to shitty Hallmark 
holidays like this? 


Blog Comment — 6:15 pm 


Ana Beth — It’s the same bullshit but with more expensive gifts like diamond earrings and 
engagement rings. But we get to drink so it’s okay. 


Ana Leah: Oh the champagne sales at Valentine’s Day. Drink up, ladies. I won’t eat for days to 
make up for the calories but I’d rather just stay wasted on V-Day. 


Text Message — 8:15 pm 
Ana Caitlyn: How you hanging in there? 


Me: I’m kind of glad I don’t have a boyfriend so I don’t have to eat those nasty Valentine’s Day 
chocolates. 


Ana Caitlyn: My mom gets me a box every year. 
Me: You throwing it away this year? 
Ana Caitlyn: Yep, just like I’ve done for the past 4 years. 


Me: Good. I'd rather throw them away than start a binge and wind up eating the one filled with 
penguin turds or whatever. 


Ana Caitlyn: Oh gross. 


Me: It’s true. I swear, half the chocolates are like “yeah, I’m tasty.” And the rest are all “eat me, 
I dare you. I taste like a gym sock.” 


Ana Caitlyn: BAHAHA 

Me: Two pounds of very risky chocolate. 
Ana Caitlyn: Noms. 

Me: Not noms. Throw that shit away. 
Today’s stats 

Current Weight: 117 Ibs. 


Calories consumed: 0 fasting 
Tuesday February 14 
Blog — 7:15 AM 


Mom isn’t buying my stomach flu act. Trying harder. May try to throw up a little in front of her 
to make it super believable. Might have to break the fast so I have something to throw up. 


Blog Comments — 7:52 AM 

Ana Beth: There’s ALWAYS something to throw up. 
Text Message — 8:14 AM 

Me: Might have stained the carpet. 

Ana Caitlyn: ? 


Me: Threw up intentionally in front of parents. Might have stained the carpet permanently just to 
get out of high school Valentine’s Day. 


Ana Caitlyn: Next time, aim for linoleum. 

Me: No shit. 

Ana Caitlyn: At least you’re not in school. 

Me: And I will have a permanent reminder of just how pathetic I am. 
Me: Also, it’s stupid how easy it was to just throw up. 


Ana Caitlyn: I know. I have no gag reflex anymore. Could probably stick a whole banana down 
there. 
Me: Props! 


Ana Caitlyn: Haha. Yet, I still don’t have a boyfriend. 

Me: Forever alone together? 

Ana Caitlyn: Let’s be alone together. 

Me: Aw. You’re giving me all the feelings. Happy Valentine’s Day, BJ Queen. 

Ana Caitlyn: Happy Valentine’s Day, lonely barfer. 

Text Message — 1:11 PM 

Dani: Where are you? 

Me: Fuck Valentine’s Day. 

Dani: Don’t start with me. I threw up a whole box of chocolate this morning. Where are you? 
Me: *claps* At home. 


Dani: You bitch. Even blue eye shadow got a carnation. Why are you making me be miserable 
alone? 


Me: Sorry. 


Dani: Whatever. I’m going to try to steal someone’s giant teddy bear and get the hell out of here. 


Me: Sounds fun. 

Dani: Fuck off. If I get caught ditching, I’m blaming it on you. 
Me: I’m not even there. 

Dani: My point exactly. 

Me: Not gonna work. Faking the stomach flu again. 

Dani: Ah. Did you puke in front of the parents again? 

Me: Yep. Hit the carpet though. 

Dani: Nice touch. 

Me: Ugh. 

Blog — 2:42 pm 


Been in bed watching sappy lovey-dovey Lifetime movies all day long. I managed a little puke 
in front of the parents and they bought the story so I’ve been drinking chamomile tea and 
avoiding the Valentine’s Day massacre at my school today, where the halls are filled with 
various shades of red and hot pink and the girls are either abhorrently happy or crying in the 
bathroom stalls between classes. Staying in my pajamas and drinking tea seems like the logical 
choice. The parents offered to stay to take care of me or whatever but I asked them if they were 
planning on holding my hair back or whatever and they decided to go to work. 


Home alone. 


It’s a Valentine’s Day dream come true. Although, I’m going to try to find a boyfriend for next 
year—and not a stick-his-hands-down-my-pants-in-the-back-of-a-movie-theater-and-never-call- 
me-again boyfriend—a real one, who doesn’t watch me eat and doesn’t treat me like shit. We’ ll 
only go on dates where food is not involved. 


Happy Valentine’s Day everyone! 

P.S. Don’t binge on the chocolate, girls! 

Blog Comments — 5:18 pm 

Ana Caitlyn: I got rid of the chocolate! No more binges! 

Anonymous: No one will ever want to date a crazy girl like you so I wouldn’t worry too much. 
Today’s Stats: 

Current Weight: 117 Ibs. 


Calories consumed: 279 


Wednesday February 15 

Text Message — 2:50 PM 

Dani: What did Wendly want after class? 
Me: She’s worried about me. 

Dani: Failing math? 

Me: You betcha. 

Blog — 9:15 PM 


Sometimes I find myself obsessing about things. Today I obsessed about my legs. My enormous 
legs. I just stared at them all through my classes, the way the fat spread out against the blue 
plastic of my desk chair, the way they jiggled as I walked down the hall or the way the person 
behind me on the stairs must be freaked out at the cellulite. I could just die thinking about it. 


And then, on top of my leg obsession, there was a pop quiz in algebra and considering I spend 
half of every algebra class in a hunger daze and the other half in the bathroom throwing up what 
I binged on at lunch, I definitely failed. I was the last one to finish, which is always embarrassing 
because you know people are watching since no one can talk during quizzes and the last person 
is holding up the rest of the crowd. I turned it in, mostly blank, and Ms. Wendly just looked at 
me like I was the most pathetic loser she’d ever seen and asked to see me after class. I, of course, 
tried to sneak out but she caught me before I could leave. 


“Is everything okay, Jenni?” she asked, trying to act all concerned. 
“Yeah,” I said, “everything is fine. I’m fine.” 

“Did you need more time to finish your quiz?” 

I just shook my head and picked at a scab on my hand. 


“I'm worried about you,” she said and I knew she was lying. No one is worried about me, 
especially her. Ms. Wendly hasn’t said a damn thing to me all year and she was trying to figure 
out my deep rooted daddy issues or something, like I was going to just sit down, cry a lot and tell 
her everything. 


And I wanted to. Oh I wanted to just lay it all out on the table like a science fair project, use my 
laser pointer to show exhibit A, my gigantic ass and thunder thighs, and compare it to exhibit B, 
the amount of calories I need to consume over an extended period of time to reach my goal 
weight of 90 pounds. I wanted to tell her how I feel about changing in the locker room for gym 
and why I use the bathroom during her class all the time. 


But no one really wants to hear how shitty someone else’s problems are. I told her I was in an 
argument with a friend and it’s nothing to worry about. She nodded and let me go. Dani said I 
did the right thing. 


Today’s Stats: 
Current weight: 116 lbs. 
Calories consumed: 119 


Thursday February 16 


Blog — 3:19 PM 


Lunch is a lot more bearable with Dani around to talk to even though I can still feel Lacy’s 
colored contacts drilling into my back from across the cafeteria. Dani and I seem to be a good 
match and I can’t figure out who she was sitting with before she came over and sat by me, Diet 
Coke in hand but I’m glad she did. I’ve never met anyone else who felt the same way about food 
as I do and it’s good to finally have someone to just sit down and whine about the calorie packed 
meals we’re fed in the cafeteria and how we’d rather be dead than chowing down on a piece of 
high calorie cardboard covered in ketchup. 


It’s about time I met someone like Dani. I knew there had to be someone else out there like me. 
Text Message — 4:35 PM 

Dani: Nice blog post. Got a lesbian crush on me now? 

Me: Yup. 

Today’s Stats: 

Current weight: 116 lbs. 

Calories: 412 

Friday February 17 

Blog — 4:27 PM 


Dani and I compared tips at lunch today and I feel like with her here, I'll get to my GW quicker 
since I seem to be stuck at 116/117. We compiled a list of all the things we need to do in order to 
get thin and stay that way. Basic stuff like “Drink 2 glasses of ice water before dinner to feel full 
and eat less” since our parents force us to eat dinner. It also can make purging easier. She said 
she likes to use latex gloves when purging to protect her hands and when I compared mine to 
hers and the way her hands looked soft and perfect and my knuckles were swollen and cut and 
bruised. She said there’s a sense of accomplishment in finding an empty box of gloves when 
going to purge and I’m not sure if I’d feel the same. I can’t imagine myself feeling accomplished 
as I watch a box of 200 latex gloves dwindle down to an empty cardboard box. I don’t know if 
I’m alone or if it’s just a freak, but I think I’d be more ashamed. 


Blog Comments — 6:09 PM 

Ana Melanie: The gloves are a great idea. Thanks! 
Anonymous: Your friend sounds like a freak. 
Today’s Stats 

Current weight: 116 lbs. 


Calories consumed: 249 


Saturday February 18 
Blog — 6:52 PM 


Dani and I went out this afternoon and spent it out in front of Starbucks, drinking green tea and 
chain smoking. Well, she was chain smoking and I was pretending I was a smoker, choking on 
each puff I took. 


“You’re not even inhaling,” she teased. I didn’t know the difference between inhaling or not so I 
just laughed with her and wondering how she did it without coughing every single time because 
no matter how hard I tried, there was no way that smoke was going into my body fluidly. I guess 
that’s a good thing But Dani just looks so smooth holding her cigarette between perfectly 
manicured fingernails, laughing at the fat woman waddling to her car with her venti cream 
frappechino with extra whipped cream and chocolate drizzle. 


“They’re the easiest things to puke up, you know,” Dani said, explaining how her favorite 
purging foods were frappechino, milkshakes, and ice cream. “It’s not that bad the second time. 
Just a little warmer. And if you’re a good girl and haven't eaten beforehand, it’ll be smooth.” She 
hadn’t ordered a frappechino today and I guessed that was because we weren’t heading back to 
her house or my house or someone’s house with a bathroom to purge in without someone 
looking. 


“We should go to a party or something tonight,” she said, looking at her phone. 


“T don’t really drink,” I said, looking over at her and trying to light another cigarette. I choked 
out some more words, “Alcohol has so many empty calories.” 


“Well, have you eaten today?” she asked and I didn’t want to tell her about the cocoa puffs mom 
made me eat this morning with full fat milk. Mom knows they’re my favorite. 


“No 29 


“Well then, 1t”1l be easy to get drunk and have a good time. And if you drink too much, you 
throw up anyway. Win/win,” she said, texting someone. “There’s a party in my neighborhood. 
We can just walk down the street and then when it gets boring, we can leave and go back to my 
house. My mom’s got a bottle of vodka she’ll never miss. Come on, Jenny.” 


Shit. I had to say yes. My first party. Ever. What should I wear? 
Blog Comments — 5:19 PM 


Ana Beth: I’m so jealous! Have fun! Don’t wear a dress! Just throw on your skinny jeans and a 
hot shirt. 


Today’s Stats: 
Current weight: 116 lbs. 


Sunday February 19 

Blog — 2:29 AM 

Danis alseeep and I’m still awake. Drukn. 
Blog — 1:59 PM 


Just letting everyone know I’m never drinking again. I feel like the toilet after a purge. Dani says 
it’s normal and I just need to drink more water but Jesus Christ I never want to feel this way 
again and I’m not sure if the calories last night were worth it. Dani says each shot of vodka has 
56 calories and I’m not sure how she worked that out but that’s a lot of calories I could’ve lived 
without. She said we’re not allowed to drink mixed drinks because of the sugar and calories but I 
took a sip of some girl’s drink and wished Dani wasn’t right. Feeling the burn of cheap vodka 
running all the way down to my stomach was enough to make me gag the first few times I 
knocked a shot back. Dani said that if I puked it up I’d have to take 2 more though so I tried my 
best to keep the liquid fire in my throat down. 


Anyway, with all the empty calories from our binge drinking, it’s a good thing I have no desire 
to eat anything today. 


She says there’s another party next weekend and maybe my head will stop hurting by then so I 
can go. There was a cute guy there last night that she says will be there next weekend too. Hope I 
didn’t make an ass out of myself in front of him. The whole night’s kind of a blur and right now, 
Pd rather die than remember it. 


Ouch. 
Blog Comments: 


Ana Beth: 56 calories isn’t THAT bad! Better than drinking beer. Just don’t eat all day then 
drink; you get drunk quicker and you won't feel as bad about the calories. 


Today’s Stats: 
Current Weight: 117 Ibs. 


Calories consumed: 100 


Monday February 20 

Text Message — 7:01 AM 

Dani: Want to skip school today? 

Me: What would we do? 

Dani: No idea. The opposite of being in school, I guess. 
Me: All right. Meet you at Starbucks in 20? 

Dani: Yep. 

Blog — 4:19 PM 


I skipped school with Dani today because, really, who needs school? I can tell you for a fact I 
haven’t learned anything in high school for at least two weeks. I have zero motivation to go 
waste seven hours of my life in a cinder block, fluorescent lighting hell. So we skipped and went 
to Starbucks to get a cup of coffee before heading back to Dani’s house since her parents leave 
for work around 9 and watched daytime TV (which is more entertaining than high school) and 
then met up with some guys we partied with on Saturday (who had also, conveniently skipped 
school) at a park downtown. 


Unfortunately, the cute guy (what’s his name?) wasn’t there so I was a little left out when Dani 
started making out with some guy named Travis and I was stuck talking to some goth, Hot Topic 
shopper in a wolf t-shirt. Needless to say, I wasn’t planning on making out with him and I don’t 
think he was even remotely interested in me anyway since I was wearing clothes that didn’t 
come from Hot Topic. We pretty much just sat on playground equipment for 45 minutes 
comparing “old Green Day” to “new Green Day” and discussing local venues for shows I really 
couldn’t care less about because if the shows he was talking about were going to be packed full 
of people like him, you can definitely count me out. After today, I don’t think I can handle 
talking to anyone else who worships the ground Pantera walks on for at least another year. I 
think I’ve fulfilled my quota until then. 


Dani made it up to me, though, by getting the cute guy from the party’s phone number from the 
guy she was sucking face with. Still haven’t decided if I should text him or not. I mean, I don’t 
even remember his name. How am I supposed to text a guy whose name I don’t remember? 
Awkward. 


Blog Comments — 6:31 PM 
Liz: Pantera’s not that bad. 


Ana Beth: Sounds like high school might’ve been a better choice than skipping. Also, text him! 
What’s the worst that could happen? 


Ana Caitlyn: She should’ve made the guy give him your number! Ps. Text me. 
Blog — 9:59 PM 


Well, Mom knows I skipped school. I forgot they call when we don’t show up. She just told me 
not to do it again and wanted to know what I did. She laughed when I told her about the wolf 
shirt guy and enjoying daytime TV. I didn’t tell her about Dani sucking face or the phone 
number but leaving stuff out isn’t exactly lying is it? In all honesty, she probably thought the 
daytime TV thing was a lie to cover up some shady teenage activities. I swear it’s the truth. 


Today’s Stats: 
Current weight: 116 lbs. 


Calories consumed: 465 


Tuesday February 21 

Blog — 7:18 AM 

I guess I should probably go to school and get it over with. Can’t I just go back to bed? 
Blog — 4:29 PM 


I still haven’t gotten the nerve up to text this guy yet. I don’t even remember his name. I mean, 
what if he doesn’t even think I’m cute? Dani says I’m being a baby and that I need to “grow a 
pair of lady-balls and text him already,” to use her exact words. I really should just text him. So 
casual. Not a big deal. 


But it is a big deal. I mean, what guy wants to date someone like me? Food crazed and fat. I'll 
never get a boyfriend. Forever alone because of food. It’s a sad life. 


Blog Comments — 5:26 PM 

Dani: Just text him, okay. You can be hungry and horny at the same time. 
Text Message — 7:42 PM 

Me: Hey it’s Jenni from the party last Saturday. What’s up? 

Cute guy: Who? 

Shit. 

Today’s Stats: 

Current weight: 116 lbs. 


Calories consumed: 325 


Wednesday February 22 
Blog — 2:59 PM 


At lunch, I told Dani about the cute guy from the party not remembering me and she told me not 
to worry about it. 


“Don’t text him again,” she said. “Just wait until the party this Saturday, then talk to him and 
make a joke about it. No big deal.” 


Dani just makes everything look so easy. She just sits there so confidently, sipping her Diet Coke 
and applying lip gloss like she knows everyone else is watching because, well, in her eyes, 
everyone should be watching and, honestly, I think everyone is watching her. She’s like a movie 
star and no one really knows why. She just is. 


I wish I was like that. Maybe when I’m as skinny as Dani is people will like me more. 
Blog Comments — 4:02 PM 
Anonymous: No. People just don’t like you. 


Today’s Stats: 


Calories consumed: 312 


Thursday February 23 
Blog — 3:52 PM 


For the first time in a while, I noticed Carly staring at me at lunch. I tried not to make eye contact 
while I was sitting with Dani at lunch but it was really hard knowing I was being watched the 
entire lunch shift. You’d think I was under investigation for a crime when all I did was 
essentially call my friend a virgin prude. I’m sorry that she can’t handle the truth like a normal 
person but that’s not my problem. 


I just don’t understand why she still feels the need to stare me down at lunch. Maybe she’s 
starting to notice that I’m losing weight. I’ve been trying to work out more so I can burn more 
calories. Dani and l are going to start running together once the weather warms up a bit. This 
winter weather is killer, man. 


Blog Comments — 4:28 PM 

Anonymous: Like you can handle being told you’re a fat ass? 
Text message — 5:12 PM 

Carly: Are you really hanging out with Dani now? 
Me: Yeah. 

Carly: I thought you were better than that. 

Me: Oh I’m sorry, since when do you care? 

Carly: Just be careful. 

I didn’t reply. Carly can suck it. 

Today’s Stats: 

Current weight: 115 Ibs. 

Calories consumed: 285 

Friday February 24 

Blog — 8:44 PM 


I have spent my entire day freaking out about the party tomorrow night so Dani made me come 
to the mall with her to pick out new outfits. Of course, I hate shopping because I know the size 
double zero jeans are still too small for my big ass and my big flabby ass. I swear; I’m like the 
size of a planet. So while I panicked and tried not to pick things up so I wouldn’t have to try on 
the clothes, Dani grabbed nearly every item in the store to take into the dressing room. She made 
me rate her clothes as she modeled them, finally settling on a sequined sleeveless top that she’ ll 
freeze to death in since it’s the middle of freaking February but you can’t tell the girl anything. I 
mean, I tried to bring it up but all she said was, “It’s okay; I'll just get my Bacardi-gan on.” 
(Whatever that means.) I just nodded and browsed through another rack of clothes that could 
potentially be flattering on me when I lose another 20 pounds but Dani made me try on really 
revealing tops that I just looked flat chested and weird in. I didn’t end up getting an outfit, too 
jealous of how skinny Dani is and how good she looked in everything. It’s just not fair. 


Dani says she’s going to lend me an outfit for tomorrow but I doubt anything in her closet will fit 
me. I’m such a whale. 


Blog Comments — 10:55 PM 

Anonymous: You look flat chested and weird no matter what you do; it’s not the clothes. 
Today’s Stats: 

Current Weight: 114 Ibs. 


Calories Consumed: 312 


Saturday February 25 

Text Message — 3:12 PM 

Dani: Called Jeff. He’s buying us a handle of Vodka. 

Me: Who’s Jeff? 

Dani: My sister’s ex-boyfriend. He’s cool. What kind should we get? 
Me: Thought you said we were getting vodka? 

Dani: I meant flavor, you dumbass. Stop acting like a virgin. 

Me: Funny. Whatever you want is fine. 

Dani: Oh you’re so boring. You have any money? We can go in 50/50 on it. 
Me: Um. How much? 

Dani: Just give me like 5-10 bucks. 

Me: Um. Ill ask my mom to borrow some. 

Dani: God you’re lame. Pll take care of it tonight. You buy next time. 
Blog — 4:49 PM 


I’m totally freaking about this party. I’m just so worried I’m going to make an ass of myself. I 
mean, I guess if the guy doesn’t like me, PII still have a good time but Id like to get a boyfriend 
and not be so freaking lonely all the time. I know I’m not the most attractive girl and once I get 
to a certain weight, maybe guys will think I’m prettier. I know I’ll be prettier. I know P1 be 
more perfect. Once I’m as small as Dani, maybe I’ll be able to get guys like she does. For now, 
I’m just the fat friend with a sad puppy dog crush. Gross. 


Blog Comments — 7:20 PM 

Ana Beth: You’re beautiful! I wish I could be as skinny as you! Have fun tonight. 
Text Message — 9:18 PM 

Dani: Come outside. We’re in your driveway. 

Me: Be down in a sec. 


Dani: And bring that lip gloss I like. The one that smells like peppermint. 


Sunday February 26 
Blog — 2:15 AM 
Fuck. 

Blog — 12:39 PM 


Ouch. It hurts. Never drinking again. For real this time. I mean, really. For real. It always seems 
like a good idea at the time then ugh. At least I won’t be eating today since I’ve been throwing 
up since I woke up. Don’t know if mom’s buying my “I got food poisoning from McDonald’s” 
excuse. Probably because I haven’t eaten McDonald’s in about six years. I suck at lying when 
I’m throwing up. I’m used to the “one and done” approach, a controlled purge. I can cover that 
up. But running to the toilet more than once starts to draw some unwanted attention. 


Blog — 9:12 PM 

My hangover has finally subsided and I still haven’t heard from the guy at the party (his name is 
Matt!). Dani kinda pushed us together last night and while it was awkward, it was nice talking to 
him. He never brought up my rando-creepy text that I should never have sent, which was good. I 
gave him my number before Dani and I left to go back to her house but I didn’t get his (maybe 


because I already have it?). Dani said I shouldn’t text him though. She said he’s probably still 
hungover and that I shouldn’t worry, that he’ll definitely call. Man, I hope she’s right. 


By the way, sorry I didn’t post my stats yesterday, I was super drunk. Plus, I couldn’t find a scale 
at Dani’s house. 


Today’s Stats: 
Current Weight: 114 Ibs. 
Calories Consumed: 700 (alcohol, I hate you) 


Monday February 26 
Blog — 3:57 PM 


Still no word from Matt. I will be crawling into a hole and dying now. Dani says I shouldn’t 
worry about it but I know that it’s because I’m not pretty enough yet. I know that if I looked like 
Dani, Pd have a fighting chance for a prom date, for a boyfriend. 14 pounds to perfection. 
Maybe even smaller. If I can be even smaller, maybe people will love me more then. I can only 
imagine what my prom dress would look like when I’m skinny. 


Text Message — 5:25 PM 

Ana Caitlyn: You still alive over there? I haven’t heard from you in forever. 
Me: Yeah. Sorry. What’s up? 

Ana Caitlyn: Mom’s making me go to the hospital. 

Me: What? Why? 

Ana Caitlyn: Went on a fast. Passed out in school. 

Me: Oh my god. Are you all right? 


Ana Caitlyn: Yeah, I’m fine. I’m just trying to come up with an excuse and a way for my mom to 
not find out. 


Me: Tell her you’re just stressed and lost your appetite. 

Ana Caitlyn: Yeah. Hoping they won’t give me a feeding tube. 

Me: Good luck. Text me if you need me. I wish I could be there for you. 
Ana Caitlyn: Sucks we live so far away from each other. Total bullshit. 
Me: I know. Hope you don’t have to stay too long. :( 

Blog — 8:19 PM 


On a sad Ana note, my Ana buddy, Caitlyn, is in the hospital so send her lots of positive vibes. 
She may end up with a feeding tube so any advice you can send her or give to me to pass on 
would be good. I’m hoping she’s only there for a day or two and doesn’t have to go to in- 
treatment. I wish we didn’t live in separate states so I could visit her and make sure she’s okay. It 
sucks being so far from such a good friend in her time of need. Will post updates about how 
she’s doing when I hear more. Send her some love, ladies. 


Blog Comments — 9:29 PM 

Anonymous: Maybe you should check in too. 

Ana Beth: Hope she gets out soon! I hate feeding tubes. 
Today’s Stats: 

Current weight: 113 Ibs. 


Calories consumed: 227 


Tuesday February 28 
Blog — 2:59 PM 


No word back from Caitlyn yet and nothing from Matt either. Thinking about fasting until I hear 
from one of them. Kill two birds with one stone. Anyone feel like fasting with me? Dani says 
she’s under close supervision from her step-mom right now so she’s not able to “fully commit to 
a fast” she said, sipping her Diet Coke at lunch and picking at a bag of browning apple slices 
blue eye shadow girl slid down the table to us. I ate a slice and wished I hadn’t, instantly wanting 
to binge. I was glad that I didn’t have enough money to go to the vending machines in the 
cafeteria because I probably would’ve bought everything and had to get another pass from Ms. 
Wendly to purge and I think she’s probably caught on by now. I’m glad I avoided a binge but I 
know the tough part will be fasting, especially if Caitlyn doesn’t have her phone because I know 
that Matt will never text a fatty like me. 


Blog Comments — 4:17 PM 
Anonymous: Attention whore. She’ll probably text you this afternoon so you can eat again. 


Ana Beth: Aw. I hope you hear from both of them but if you’re still in the mood to fast, "11 join 
you. PM me your phone number. 


Blog — 8:44 PM 


Mom spent the entire time at dinner trying to get me to eat half a baked potato. I shit you not. It 
was like listening to her trying to coax a toddler to open her mouth to “let the choo-choo in.” I 
almost vomited just because it was so ridiculous. I truly don’t know how to react when shit like 
that happens. I just told her I was stressed and didn’t feel like eating. One day she’s going to 
realize that’s how I feel every day and it’s not going to work anymore. 


Dad just kind of sat there reading the newspaper and completely disregarded the whole 
conversation, butting in once to side with mom so she wouldn’t be super mad at him and then 
turning right back to the paper to read something stupid about some baseball team halfway 
across the country. I was glad he wasn’t paying attention. I just wanted to be left alone. I wanted 
to feel how empty I could become and in that moment, I felt really small so, so small and I knew 
that it wouldn’t take long until I felt empty and hollow. I want to feel how brittle I can become. I 
want to be a skeleton, as thin as I can get. I want a perfect body. I want to be perfect. 


Today’s Stats: 
Current weight: 113 lbs. 


Calories Consumed: 102 


Wednesday March 1 
Blog — 10:09 AM 


I really need to stop skipping school but sometimes I just want to snuggle in my bed all day 
watching Lifetime movies and honestly, when I woke up and saw it was raining, I just sort of 
gave up, crawled back into bed and by the time my parents noticed I hadn’t gotten up, school had 
already started so unless they wanted me to go in my pajamas with little pictures of carton cats 
on them, I was staying home. They said “we’re going to have a little chat tonight” but I highly 
doubt anything will come of it other than “you should go to school and eat more or we”ll threaten 
to punish you except we won't actually punish you.” So I have nothing to worry about really 
except for Caitlyn sitting by herself in a hospital up in Boston. Still haven't heard from her. 
Hoping everything is okay. 


Text Message — 12:01 PM 

Dani: Where are you? Eye shadow girl is trying to give me her PB&J sandwich. 
Me: Stayed home. 

Dani: No shit. Why? 

Me: It was raining. Just felt like it. 

Dani: You eating? 

Me: Nope. Had like 8 cups of tea though. Can't stop peeing. 

Dani: TMI. Eat something so you don’t turn into your friend up in the hospital. 
Me: Yeah, right. Like you’re one to talk. 

Blog — 3:21 PM 


Okay. I admit it. Skipping school is starting to get boring now. After three Lifetime movies about 
troubled teens, I think I’m ready to blow my brains out (metaphorically, I think). It sucks having 
to decide between sitting on the couch doing nothing all day and sitting in a desk all day doing 
nothing. I guess I picked my poison for today but I guess Ill go to school tomorrow. Might as 
well. 


Text Message — 4:48 PM 

Carly: You okay? You’re never in school. 
Me: Why do you care? 

Carly: Because I’m your friend. 

Me: You mean you used to be my friend. 
Carly: So you’re doing okay then? 

Me: Yeah. I’m great. 

Carly: Take down the blog yet? 

Me: It’s none of your goddamn business. 


Carly: You talk shit about your new friend on there? 


Me: Nope. Nothing to say. 

Carly: I don’t know why you hang out with her. 

Me: Again. None of your business. And why do you care? Jealous? 
Carly: I should’ve known you’d just be a bitch about it. 

Me: About what? 

Carly: I’m just trying to help. 

I didn’t reply. 

Blog — 10:05 PM 


Had another “discussion” with mom and dad after dinner, where they just stared at me as I 
picked at a dried out piece of chicken breast for thirty minutes. I’m not sure what they know and 
what they don’t know anymore. I always thought I was good at hiding it, this monster that lives 
inside of me, the Ana monster. 


“Jenni, we’re worried about you. You haven’t been eating,” mom said as we sat down on our 
shitty sofa. 


“Tm fine.” 
“And you’ve been missing a lot of school. Are you okay?” 
“Mom, I’m totally fine.” 


“She can’t be fine! Look at her for Christ sakes!” Dad grumbled from his La-Z-Boy chair, 
remote control in his hand. Must’ve been missing a game for this. 


“Larry, you can’t just yell at her! Look at her!” 


I just wanted to put my hands over my ears like earmuffs. There’s nothing worse than listening to 
people who don’t understand it talk about your problems. Right. Like I can just eat and be 
magically better. Well, I’m not going to eat. 


“Your grades better now be suffering from all this skipping school!” My dad grumbled. My 
grades were never that great to begin with so who cares? As long as I pass, whatever. 


“Ts it something we did?” Mom asked, trying to blame herself for everything, of course. I’m so 
surprised. 


“No mom. I’m fine.” I said, trying to melt into the couch. Definitely didn’t work. 


“I think we should take you to the doctor tomorrow. You’re probably not going to school 
anyway,” she sighed. Shit. A doctor and a guilt trip at the same time. 


“Mom, I don’t need a doctor.” 


“You don’t think you need a doctor? Have you seen yourself lately?” Oh dad. If you only knew 
how many hours I spent staring at myself in the mirror, picking out the fattest places, trying to 
count my rib bones, trying to jut out my collar bones, measuring, measuring my waist, measuring 
my thighs, aiming for the perfect thigh gap. Oh dad, if you only knew. You wouldn’t know 
skinny if it hit you in the face. 


“Jenni, we’re going to take you to the doctor tomorrow.” 


“No you’re not,” I said. “I’m fine. I don’t know why you’re so freaked out right now. I’m totally 
fine.” 


“There’s no getting out of this one, Jenni. You need to go to the doctor. You need help. We can’t 
get you to eat so we need to find someone who can.” 


Good luck, mom and dad. Good luck. 
Today’s Stats: 
Current Weight: 112 Ibs. 


Calories consumed: 29 


Thursday March 2 
Text Message — 7:25 AM 


Me: Hey Caitlyn! You all right? The rents are taking me to the Dr. today. Bit worried and hope 
you're okay. 


Me: So typical that we’re both “locked up” at the same time. 
She didn’t reply. 

Text Message — 7:29 AM 

Me: Not coming to school today. 

Dani: What? Why not? Lame. 

Me: Parents are taking me to the Dr. 

Dani: Wtf? 

Me: Tell me about it. 

Dani: But why are they taking you? 

Me: They’re “worried that I’m not eating.” 

Dani: Because you’re not. 

Me: So what? Neither do you. 

Dani: But I’m not being taken to the dr. 

Me: Yeah I know. Sucks so bad. Tried to sneak out this morning. Didn’t work. 
Dani: Aw. You tried to come get your education on. 

Me: Yep. Doesn’t help that I’m failing math too. 

Dani: Your life is fucked. 

Me: Oh I’m aware. 

Dani: Good luck at the dr. Wear some ankle weights. 

Me: You don’t think they”11 check? 

Dani: Nah. You don’t look anorexic enough for them to do that. 
I didn’t reply. Don’t look anorexic enough? 1”11 show her. 
Blog — 4:38 PM 


The doctor went as well as expected. The doctor is concerned about my eating habits but didn’t 
want to make a full diagnosis since I’ve been under “stress” lately. I wore ankle weights so the 
doctor would think I’m fatter than I already am so he’s “not as concerned about my weight” but 
recommends I see a therapist again. I refuse. I’ve been to a therapist before when my parents 
thought I was “having problems” in middle school when really, I was just awkward and 
miserable like every other 12-year-old on the planet. Except I wrote some sad poems, my teacher 
said something, and I ended up spending six months in therapy talking about all my spoiled 
suburban problems about why Timmy wouldn’t ask me to the dance, etc. 


My parents are glad that I don’t seem “full out anorexic” and want to put me in therapy. I told 
them Pd just lie. I’m good at lying. In fact, they don’t even know how good I really am at lying. 
Any Ana girl knows how easy it becomes to lie and cover up. I don’t even mind it anymore. 


Today’s Stats: 
Current weight: 117 lbs. (ankle weights!) 


Calories consumed: 103 


Friday March 3 
Blog 9:29 AM 


Mom let me stay home from school one more day to “rest up,” which would be nice if she didn’t 
stay around too, making it difficult to stay away from food. I say this only because she decided to 
let me know I could stay home from school by cooking the world’s largest breakfast. It was like 
a fucking Golden Corral in my kitchen. 


It turned into a binge. A Belgian waffle covered in maple syrup, fried eggs and bacon kind of 
binge. A huge one. A greasy, carb binge. A shove everything you’ve been wanting to eat for 
months and months into your mouth kind of binge. A painful, shameful, cry until you throw up 
afterward kind of binge. Where the purge hurts more than the bloating. And then you keep 
purging until you’re choking on your own stomach acid binge and you’ve been running the tub 
so long to cover up the sound that you take a bath afterward. It was that kind of binge. 


I still feel the food inside of me. I popped the last few of my laxatives when I got out of the tub 
just in case. I had stopped taking them a month or so ago but I was so glad to see those little pills 
in the palm of my hand again, chasing them down with tap water. 


I’ve never felt so disgusting and it’s only 9:30 in the morning. If this is any kind of indicator of 
how my day’s going to go, I may as well just go back to bed and pray for tomorrow morning to 
come soon. 


Blog Comments — 10:01 AM 


Ana Beth: It’s all right. We all have our binges. I’m just glad your mom didn’t catch you. Any 
news about Caitlyn? 


Text Message - 12:43 PM 

Dani: Where the hell are you? Did your parents ship you off or something? 
Me: Mom let me stay home an extra day for “food supervision.” 
Dani: Did you binge? 

Me: You betcha. 

Dani: Did you purge? 

Me: You better freaking believe it. 

Dani: Guess you’re not partying this weekend. 

Me: You guessed right. 

Text Message — 4:19 PM 

Ana Caitlyn: Hey. 

Me: OMG Hey! I was so worried about you. 


Ana Caitlyn: I only have a few minutes. Parents are sending me to treatment across the state. No 
cell phones or laptops allowed. 


Me: OMG Pm so sorry! 
Ana Caitlyn: They’re going to make me gain the weight back. 


Me: :( 

Ana Caitlyn: I know. I’ve worked so hard for this. I was so close to my goal. I was so fucking 
close! 

Me: You almost hit 95? 


Ana Caitlyn: I was 96 when they took me to the hospital. Been forced to eat like a pig. They 
won't let me see the scale. They won't tell me what I weigh. 


Me: Pd die. 
Ana Caitlyn: I want to. I can’t believe this is happening. 
Ana Caitlyn: But I have to go. My parents are calling and I’m not even supposed to be texting. 


Ana Caitlyn: Stay strong, Ana Jenni. Love you. I'll call you when I’m out. They can’t change 
me. They can make me gain but they can’t make me keep it. 


Me: Love you too, girl. 
Blog — 10:08 PM 


In case no one else has heard, my Ana Buddy, Caitlyn, has been sent to an in-patient treatment 
facility. So if you’re looking for her, she doesn’t have a phone or internet privileges there so she 
won’t be updating her blog or texting anyone back. I was lucky to hear from her before she 
leaves but damn this sucks. She was the only person that truly understood it and even though we 
never met IRL, she’s like a text message sister to me. It’s gonna suck not talking to her until she 
gets out. The only thing I can do is not let this little doctor scare/breakfast binge keep me from 
my goals. Perfection is what matters. The perfect body matters. 


Today’s Stats: 
Current weight: 114 lbs. I WILL FIX THIS 


Calories consumed: We won't even talk about it. 


Saturday March 4 
Blog — 2:59 PM 


Mom took me shopping today. She said she “wants to spend more time with me” or something 
like that so we went to the mall and she made me try on clothes I’d never, ever wear, prom 
dresses included. I pretty much looked like a walrus in a long satin dress and I really just wanted 
to rip the clothes off my body, put my PJs back on, and hide in my covers for the rest of the day. 
But mom was the one driving. Mom was the one calling the shots. 


“Isn’t this nice? Some mother-daughter time,” she said. Oh yeah. It’s great. “Would you like a 
pretzel? I think I might get one.” 


“No, I’m okay.” 

“You really don’t eat enough, Jenni.” 
“T eat fine, Mom.” 

“Pm buying you a pretzel.” 


“Mom, don’t waste your money; I don’t want it,” I said, staring into the windows of New York 
and Company, eyeing a red sweater that looked like it could fit a little fairy in the woods. I 
needed to lose weight to wear something that pretty. Skinny arms and collar bones. 


“Jenni, you need to eat.” 
“Mom, I eat, okay? I eat enough.” 
“No. No you don’t.” 


“Mom, people are staring,” I said, noticing that the other moms and their daughters were 
watching us from the dining area of Chic-Fil-A. Great. An audience to watch my fat ass parade 
around. 


“I don’t care. I’m sure they all agree with me that you’re too skinny. You need to eat.” 
“You can’t make me eat a pretzel.” 
“Jenni, I am your mother! You’ll eat the pretzel!” 


“Mom, I don’t want the freaking pretzel! I’m not hungry!” And at this point we’re yelling at each 
other. In the middle of the mall. And there are so many people watching and I’m sure mall 
security was on its way instead of stopping all the 15-year-olds from stealing from Hot Topic. 


“Can we go now?” I asked, quietly. 

She didn’t say anything, just started walking toward the exit and to the car. 
“That was embarrassing,” she said as we got into the car. 

“Maybe you should just learn to drop it, Mom,” I said. 

“No. You need to learn to eat like a goddamn normal person.” 

“T eat like a normal person!” I lied. 

“Stop it, Jenni.” 


“Prove it. Prove that I don’t eat like a normal person.” 


“Well I guess I will have to watch you and make sure you eat every meal.” 


“You can’t watch me 24/7, Mom.” I didn’t believe her. What a freaking joke. 24/7 food 
surveillance. 


“Carly called the other day.” Ah. Fuck. 

“So?” 

“She told us about the blog.” 

“What blog?” 

“We’ve seen it, Jenni. We saw the blog.” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Lying through my coffee stained teeth. Ah Christ. 
“Jenni, don’t play dumb with me. I’ve seen it! I’ve seen the whole thing.” 

“Mom, I don’t know what you’re talking about! Carly and I aren’t even friends anymore!” 
“I know. I read about it in your blog.” 


“T don’t have a blog!” At this point, all of my lie are totally pointless but I’m not getting shipped 
off to some in-treatment bullshit facility like Caitlyn. That’s bullshit. And I was going to make 
sure she knew it. 


“Jenni, I’ve read it, okay. I read your blog. I took you out today hoping it was just a phase or 
some story you were making up. You couldn’t even eat the pretzel, Jenni. A freaking pretzel!” 


“Are you kidding me, Mom? You're mad because I wouldn't eat a pretzel? This is such a joke. 
Just take me home.” 


She hadn’t even turned the car on. I was freezing my fat ass off. 


“Your father wanted to send you to one of those places that deals with people like you with.... 
food problems... but I told him to let me talk to you first.” 


And this is the part where I completely lose my shit. Tears. Purple face. Need to vomit. I 
should’ve just eaten the goddamn pretzel. This is ridiculous. Anyone passing by probably 
thought I was a fucking nut job, sitting in the car sobbing with my mom. 


“I don’t want to send you away, Jenni.” 

“You’re not sending me anywhere!” I screamed. 

“I don’t want to!” 

“Then just leave me alone, okay? I’m fine. Stop worrying about me.” 


“Jenni, I don’t want to send you away but I think I’m going to have to. I didn’t want to believe it 
when Carly called. I didn’t want to believe it when I read it on your blog, all the calories and the 
weighing. I didn’t want to believe it when your father told me he had found some places to send 
you that could help you. I didn’t want to believe it last night when you picked at that chicken 
until it was scraps but you never ate any of it and I didn’t want to believe it when you freaked out 
over a mall pretzel stand. But, Jenni, I don’t have a choice. I can’t let you do this to yourself. 
You’re going to kill yourself.” 


“What is this, Mom? Some kind of shitty intervention?” 


“Don’t cuss at me, Jenni. I’m trying to do what’s best for you. I’m your mom; that’s my job.” 
“But it’s none of your business.” 


“Oh yes it is,” she said, turning on the ignition. She didn’t say a single thing the whole ride 
home. 


I don’t know what’s about to happen. No one’s spoken to me since I got back. It’s like a dead 
silence has fallen over this house. It’s really creepy, actually. I’m not entirely sure what I’m 
supposed to do and how I can diffuse this situation. I don’t want to be shipped off. I don’t 
deserve that. I’m not bad enough for that. I’m not skinny enough to be shipped off. I’m not 
skinny enough for feeding tubes and supervised trips to the bathroom. I’m not broken. I’m fine. 


Blog Comments — 4:09 PM 

Anonymous: You’re crazy enough to be shipped off. Does that count? 
Text Message — 5:49 PM 

Dani: Come to a party tonight with me? Matt won’t be there. 
Me: Can’t. In some deep shit right now. 

Dani: What? 

Me: Parents know about the blog. Carly told them. 

Dani: That bitch. Want me to beat her up? 

Me: No. 

Dani: So what are you gonna do? 

Me: No idea. Parents want to send me away. 

Dani: What about school? 

Me: Your guess is as good as mine. 

Dani: Being sent away’s not so bad. 

Me: How do you know? 

Dani: Been there, done that. 

Me: Oh right. 

Dani: Yeah. I paid my dues. 

Me: Is that why there’s no scale in your house. 


Dani: Who’s the smart one now? I have a spare in my room. Parents haven’t found it yet. The 
key is to always have a back-up plan. 


Me: So what should mine be? 
Dani: How should I know? 
Me: Um... because you’ve been here before. 


Dani: You’re gonna need to figure that shit out on your own. 


Me: Right. So I’m fucked. 
Dani: We’re all fucked. 
Blog — 7:27 PM 


Well, dinner was awkward and high calorie. No skimping on the fat calories. No laying off the 
carbs. It was a table full of mac and cheese and pie and fried chicken and mashed potatoes. No 
real vegetables. No salad or grilled chicken. Nothing healthy. And they watched me. They 
watched me eat it. Watched me pick through piles of cheese coated noodles, watched me lift 
small forkfuls of mashed potatoes to my mouth and try to scrap the gravy off of everything. They 
watched me try to peel the skin off my fried chicken breast; they gave me the biggest one. They 
gave me the biggest plates, the big utensils, big everything, a big glass of chocolate milk, a 
spoonful of protein powder mixed in. 


They watched me eat until my stomach ballooned and I felt like you could roll me down a hill 
like a beach ball. A giant beach ball full of lard. 


Mom followed me upstairs and watched me walk into my room. I heard her wait by the door, 
guarding it, making sure I couldn’t leave to purge. I wanted to purge. I was going to purge. So I 
did. 


I purged into an empty storage box under my bed and she walked in, watching her big meal 
homemade fall into a container she bought me to store shoes or sweaters or childhood memories 
in. Here are your childhood memories, Mom. 


“Jenni! Oh my god! What are you doing?” 

I heaved again, fingers down my throat. 

“Oh god, Oh god!” 

She left, hand over mouth, slamming the door behind her. 


I sealed the box, wiped my mouth on the towel hanging by the door and chewed a piece of sugar 
free gum. It was over. All my mom’s hard work in the kitchen to be spewed out into an empty 
plastic bin. At least it’s not in me anymore. 


Blog Comments — 8:52 PM 

Ana Beth: Your mom caught you purging? I would have died. 
Anonymous: Crazy bitch. 

Blog — 10:51 PM 


This is my last blog for a while. I don’t know where I’m going but I can’t take my laptop or my 
phone. I have to leave it all behind. They’re sending me to treatment. I could’ve seen it coming a 
mile away. 


They sat me down on the living room couch and stared at me like I’d contracted some sort of 
contagious virus, like just being beside me was poisonous. 


“We have to send you to treatment, Jenni,” Dad said. His voice was so still and stern. My mom 
was falling apart, of course. She’d seen what I’m capable of. 


“Dad, I’m fine.” I knew nothing I said really mattered. 


“No, you’re not, Jenni!” my mom blurted out through her sobs and nose blowing. 
“Mom, stop freaking out, okay?” 


“Stop freaking out? Jenni, you threw up your dinner into a Tupperware container. What am I 
supposed to do, just look away? You're going to kill yourself!” 


“Good!” I shouted. 


And they froze. I knew I’d signed my own ticket to treatment now. Worse than the purging and 
the dressing on the side, this was what they needed. 


“Tm not going to let you kill yourself,” she said, getting up and walking to her room. 
Dad and I just sat there for a minute in silence. 


“Jenni, you don’t have a choice; you have to go to treatment,” he said, getting up and following 
Mom into their room. He needed to console her and I needed to be alone. 


Maybe if I hadn’t fought so hard I wouldn't have to go. But I’m still fighting. They can’t stop 
me. They can’t fix me. I am stronger than that. I’m going to be so perfect. I’m going to be so 
perfect it’s going to kill them. I'll be so prefect it’I kill me. I'll be a martyr. I'll be a goddess. I'll 
be a thin, perfect goddess. 


There are some things that cannot be fixed. 
I am one of them. 
This is my choice. 


I don’t have to get better. They can send me away. They can force me to eat. They can make me 
gain it all back. They can make me talk about my “feelings” and how I feel about food and what 
drives me to purge and binge and starve and rinse and repeat. They can watch me in the 
bathroom and supervise me when I eat. 


But they can’t fix me. 


Because I’m not broken. 


More Books by Amy Ellis 


Fault - Liz is a regular teenager with a best friend who can get her into the best parties which is 
great until Liz gets roofied and raped one night at a party and when she starts to speak up, things 
get messy. When no one, including her best friend, believes her story, she finds herself 
absolutely alone and the target of bullies, threatening her to “stop lying.” Just as Liz is giving 
used to getting milk poured down her shirt and being called the school slut, mysterious letters 
begin appearing in her locker and Liz learns that there is more power in numbers and words than 
she ever imagined. Told in haunting verse, Fault is a story of power and taking back control 
when all seems completely lost. 
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